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VERSE and PROSE, 5 


By THEODOSIA. 7 B 


- 
One labor more indulge, then Neep my Krain, 
Till haply wak'd by Raphael's golden lyre, 
To bear a part in everlaſting lays; 
Tho? far, far higher ſet, in aim, I truſt, _ E 
Symphonious to this humble prelude here.” 
| YouxG. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE miſcellaneous pieces which compole the 
volume, which is here preſented to the pub. 
lic, it will ſoon be perceived by the intelligent / 
reader, are the productions of the ſame pious and 
elegant pen, to which the world is indebted for 
| the two former volumes of Poems on Subjects 
_ Chiefly devotional ; and will be found not inferior 
in merit to thoſe juſtly admired compoſitions. 
Some few. of the Hymns have already appeared in 
a collection adapted to public worſhip, and have 
been conſidered by the beſt judges of ſacred poeſy, 
as no inconſiderable ornament to that publication; 
the editors of which are under great obligations to 
our authoreſs for many of thoſe truly ſublime 
compoſures which adorned her former volumes, 
and were thence transferred by her permiſſion, to 
their collection. The other pieces which conſti- 
tute the preſent volume, are ſuch as were never 
before publiſhed. They were however all prepar- 
ed for the preſs, and .in the ſorm and order in 
which they now appear, put into the hands of the 
| 3 editor 


( vi) 


tor for „„ by the 1 ingenious authoreſs 
1 \ cifelf ſome months before her deceaſe, and were 
ended, as the expreſſive motto intimates, to be 


wy 1 * legacy to her reviving friends. 


One ber more 3 then ſleep my ſtrain, 
Sil haply wak'd by Raphael's golden lyre, | 
o bear a part in everlaſting lays; 

ho? far, far higher ſet, in aim, I truſt, 

ty *y mphonious to this humble prelude here.” 


Youne. 


It may poſſibly be ſome gratification to thoſe 
ho have hitherto been ignorant of the real name 
and character of the pious Theodoſia, whoſe writ- 
Ings have ſo often cheered their hours of ſolitude, 
warmed their hearts with the love of virtue, and 
ine glow of friendſhip, and animated their devotions 
in the cloſet and congregation ; to be informed that 
{the was known to her more intimate friends un- 
der the name of Mrs. Anne Steele. Her father 
was a Diſſenting Miniſter, a man of -primitive pie- 
ty, the ſtricteſt integrity and benevolence, and the 
moſt amiable ſimplicity of manners. He was for 


many years the aſſectionate and faithful paſtor of 
an affeblionate and harmonious - congregation at 
Broughton 1n Hampſhire, where he lived all his 
Jays greatly beloved, and died ire lagen 

ed. 


( vii ) 

ed. Mrs. A Steele his eldeſt daugliter, diſco- 
vered in early liſe her love of the muſes, and often 
entertained her friends with the truly poetical and 
pious produftions of her pen: But it was not with- 
out extreme reluctance ſhe was prevailed on to 
ſubmit any of them to the public eye. This new edi- 
tion of her works, accompanied with the volume 
which is now firſt offered to the public, would have 
appeared long ſince, had the health of our Theodoſia 
admitted of her paying that attention to it which 

was neceſſary. But it was her infelicity, as it has 
been of many of her kindred ſpirits, to have a ca- 

pacious ſoaring mind incloſed in a very weak and 
languid body, Her health was never firm, but the 
death of her honoured father, to whom ſhe was 
united by the ſtrongeſt ties of affectionate duty and 
gratitude, gave ſuch a ſhock to her feeble frame, 
that ſhe never entirely recovered 1 it, though ſhe ſur- 


vived him ſome years. 


Her fate of mind upon that vil occaſion wil | 
beſt be conceivedof, from the following affecting de- 
ſcription of it by herſelf, and which, with the per- 
miſſion of the family, I am at liberty to preſent to 
che public. 


Still 1 the deep, deep wound !— Where is 

the friend | | 

To pour with tender, kind indulgent hank 

The lenient balm of comfort on my heart? 
= Alas 


{ var 3 
Alas, that friend is gone!—Ye angels ſay 
(Who bore him raptur'd to your bleſt abodes) 
Can ought on earth compenſate for my loſs! 
Ah, no! the world is poor, and what am I? 
A helpleſs, ſolitary worm, that creeps 
Complaining on the earth! Yet ev'n to worms 
The care of heaven extends, and can I doubt 
If that indulgent care extends to me? 
Father of mercies, trembling at thy feet, 
Give me to vent the heart oppreſling grief, 
And aſk for comfort!—can I aſk in vain 
| . Of him whoſe name is Love ?—But O the boon 
E | My craving wiſhes aſk is large indeed ! 
Yet leſs will leave me wreiched—Gracious God 
Give me to ſay without a riſing doubt, 
Thou art my Father”—thy paternal love 
Alone can cheer my ſoul; thy kind compaſſion, 
Can eaſe the load of heart oppreſſing grief. 
O may I know my father pities me! 
And if he pities ſure he will ſupport : 
What cannot love omnipotent effett ! 
Ah! now one tender, one endearing tie 
That held me down to earth, death has torn off, 
And with it rent my heart ſtrings—bid me come, 
To thee my refuge ; proſtrate at thy feet, 
O bid me lay, with faith and humble hope, 
Heal, gracious father, heal my bleeding heart ! 
Thy healing hand alone can bring relief 
Poor woes like mine; can bring what | moſt 3 want, 
3 An humble reſignation to thy will, 


[ 
j 
| 


. ö > 
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( ix ) 
How hard the leſſon! (yet it muſt be learn'd) 
With full conſent to ſay © Thy will be done.” 


As the life of Theodoſia was for the moſt part a 
life of retirement in the peaceful village where ſhe 
began and ended her days, it cannot be expected to 
furniſh ſuch a variety of incidents as ariſe in the 
| hiſtory of thoſe who have moved in circles of 
greater activity. The duties of friendſhip and re- 
ligion occupied her time, and the pleaſures of both 


_ conſtituted her delight. Her heart was, “apt to 


feel” too often to a degree too painſul for her own 
felicity, but always with the moſt tender and ge— 
nerous ſympathies for her friends. Yet united 
with this exquiſite ſenſibility, ſhe poſſeſſed a na- 

tive cheerfulneſs of diſpoſition, which not even 

the uncommon and agonizing pains ſhe endured in 
the latter part of her life could deprive her of, In 
every ſhort interval of abated ſuffering, ſhe would 
in a variety of ways, as well as by her enlivening 
. converſation, give pleaſure to all around her. Her 
liſe was a life of unafſected humility, warm bene- 
volence, ſincere friendſhip and genuine devotion. 
A liſe, which it is not eaſy truly to deſcribe, OP 
faithſully to imitate. 


Having been boot to her chamber ſome 
years before her death, ſhe had long waited with 
chriſtian dignity for the awful hour of her depar- 
ture. She often ſpoke, not merely with tranquili- 


ty 


| 1 
ty but joy, of her deceaſe. When the intereſting 
hour came, ſhe welcomed its arrival, and though 
her feeble body was excruciated wich pain, her 
mind was perfectly ſerene, She uttered not a mur- 
| muring word, but was all reſignation, peace and 
holy joy. She took the moſt affectionate leave of 
her weeping friends around her, and at length, the 
happy moment of her diſmiſſion arriving, ſhe cloſ- 
ed her eyes, and with theſe animating words on 


her dying lips, © I know that my Redeemer 
liveth,” gently fell aſleep in Jeſus. 


8 


Her excellent writings, by which though dead, 
ſhe ſtill ſpeaketh, and which are the faithful coun- 
terpart of her amiable mind, exhibit to us the faireſt 
picture of the original. 
| inſcribed on her tomb.— 


-The following lines are 


Silent the lyre, and dumb the tuneful tongue, 
That ſung on earth her great Redeemer's praiſe ;. 
But now in heaven ſhe joins the angelic fong, 
In more harmonious more exalted lays, 


| I ſhall only add, that as Theodoſia was placed 


Dy by providence in a ſtate of independence, and re- 


ligiouſly devoted the profits ariſing from the ſale 
ol the former edition of her works, to the pur- 
poles of benevolence; ſo the profits which may 
ariſe [rom this edition are appropriated by her 


ſurviving 


( xi ) 
ſurviving relatives, to the uſe of The BRISTOI 
EDUCATION SOCIETY. An inſtitution worthy 


of ſuch patronage, and which thinks wel ho- 


noured 1 in receiving it. 
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In every paſt diſtreſs was wont to fly, 


Ea ) 
Or Oc KC a Ca A S 


II inſertion of the following lines may per- 

| haps need ſome. apology, as they are 
meerly the effuſions of a heart deeply penetrated 
with a ſenſe of its own loſs; written at different 
times, for its private relief, and contain nothing 


more concerning the dear deceaſed than has been 


already ſaid in the preceding pages. — But it is the | 
laſt, the only expreſſion of gratitude and affeQtion, 
that can ever be paid to her memory by one 
whom ſhe fondly loved, and who in loſing her, 
has loſt one of her chief ſources of happineſs in this 
world ; this thought alone has occaſioned their 
publication, and 1t is hoped will be a ſufficient 
excule for it to every feeling mind. 


O for a guſh of ſoul-relieving tears 


To eaſe my ſwelling heart! — Alas in vain 


I look around for comfort! every place 
Recalls ſome circumſtance that gives to grief 


A keener edge !|—The hour, the dreaded hour 
My ſoul has ſhuddered at ſo long, is come! 


Ah! where is now that friend, to whom my heart 


While 


16 
While the dear ſufferer, her own pains forgot, 


Would gently ſooth my paſſions into peace? 
Where that maternal friend, whole watchful care, 


Whole fond, aſſiduous tenderneſs ſuſtain'd 


My helpleſs childhood ? whole inſtructive voice, 
(Sweet as the ſong of ſeraphs) mildly taught 
My heedlels ſeet the ſacred path of virtue; 
That ſacred path of pleaſanineſs and peace 

She long had trod. And ſhall I never, never 
Hear that lov'd voice that venerable ſorm 
No more behold? Now on one ſingle thread, 
Hangs all my deſolated ſoul's ſupport; 
That broken too, and every earthly hope 

Sinks in eternal night. | 

But has the ſorrowing heart no other refuge ? 

Methinks I hear that lov'd, that well-known voice, 
Ev'n from the grave, direct my erring mind 
Beyond death's dreary realms to fairer ſcenes, 
Ves, 'tis her gentle language “ Seek a {friend 

T bat lives for ever.” —Shall I not obey 
Her laſt command, her dying admonitionꝰ 
(Compaſſiouate Redeemer ! lead O lead 
My heart to thee and teach. it to repoſe 
Its hope, its truſt, its all on thee alone) 

O let me, with a miſer's care, recall 
And treaſure up each dear inſtructive ſentence : 
Still let me dwell on her inſpiring page, 
And bathe it wich the grateful tears of love! 
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T "xiv: -} 
"Tis all I now have left — O had one ray 
Of her aſcended genius beam'd on me! 5 
Then had this trembling hand, by grief unnery 3 
Faithful to truth, to gratitude, pourtray'd 
The lovely lineaments of her fair mind. 
Vain wiſh!—a thouſand ſad ideas riſe, 
Daily and hourly Tiſe, a thouſand acts 
Of tenderneſs too lightly felt before, 
 Ruſh'o'er my ſoul with angniſh ever new. 
How ſhall I learn to live without her aid! 
My deareſt pleaſures, my moſt lov'd employments 
She taught ine firſt to reliſh, firſt awak'd 
The wiſh for knowledge—with her too expir'd 
Still, ſtill to her indulgent eye was ſhewn 
The artleſs lay, ſtill her etherial touch 
Gave liſe and beauty to the languid line, 
Its deareſt meed her animating ſmile. 
Now all is o'er—in vain that artleſs lay 
Hath ventur'd into light, in vain I hop'd 
To give her pleaſure, that indulgent eye, 
Is clos 4 for ever! her complacent ſmile 
Shall animate my drooping heart no more. 


Nature be calm ye ſtreaming tears be dry! 
Think of her bliſs and check this ſelfiſh ſorrow, 
Taͤrture is chang'd to tranſport, faith to ſight, 
And hope abſorb'd in full felicity. | | 


Ah with what reſignation, what _— * 
Have 
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Have I beheld her ſuffer Pains unknown! | 
Anguiſh unſpeakable !—her faith, her patience 
Still unſubdu'd! unquench'd the vivid 1 
Of warm benevolence Ito others woes, 


In agony attentive, - anxious ſtill 


For others happineſs, -how would ſhe ſtrive 
(Her gentle hand all tremulous with pain) 

To pleaſe or to inſtrutt !—how have 1 _ 
In ſilent ſorrow o'er. her painful couch, 

And wept the impotence of mortal friendſhip ! 


While ſeaſon after ſeaſon, years on years, 
| Revolv'd in vain !—revoly'd but to confute, 


The flattering dreams of hope, while added ſaf- 
ferings, 31-464} 


13 bound her cloſer to this bleeding boſom. 


O the keen pangs of parting - Still 1 feel 
The gentle preſſure of her clay-cold hand! 


Still preſent to my heart, I hear her voice! 


I ſee that ſmile by dawning heaven impreſt . 


On her dear countenance! when all ſerene, 


She clos'd her willing eyes to wake in heaven 
O could 1, could I raiſe my languid thoughts 


To that bright world of glory! Could I view her 
For ever reunited to that friend, 
So lov'd, and fo lamented ! (the deep wound, 


The lenient hand of time could never heal.) 


« Now 


ni 
N parting Pang ſhall rend their hearts no 
more,“ | 
For ever preſent with a ſmiling God! 


For ever tuning the ſeraphic Iyre ! 
There only ſweeter than her notes below. 


To Ah W this ſet My 1 heart in vain 

Attempts to ſoar, but ſinks to earth and ſorrow. 

Dwells on the paſt, and ſharpens every thought 

With frauleſs ſelf- upbraidings —O the chaos 

Of wild diſtradted thought! forgive me heaven! 

Teach me, like her, to ſay, Thy will be done!“ 

If happy minds regard the ſcenes below,” 

(Soothing idea By thyſelf inſpir'd) 

Dear ſpotleſs ſaint, O look with pity down 

On her whom thy maternal care ſuſtain'd, 

And thy affection bleſs'd ! and though 3 

Be thou my guardian-angel as while here! 

And when I ſeel a wiſh for virtue 11fe, 

I'll tell my heart my Theodoſia prompts it. 

O may thy precepts, thy example guide 

My fteps through life's dark maze ! teach me, like 

thee, | 

With duteous love to chear a father's life ! 

(A father, late thy all as well as mine; 

That one dear hope alone could prompt a wiſh 

To linger in that world which thou halt leſt. 

That one dear _ fulfill'd, O may my duſt 
* 


xvii * 


Repoſe with thine, and (mercy hear the prayer !) 
My deathleſs ſpirit freed, for ever freed 

From all its fins and frailties, once again 

Behold, (ah not as when on earth oppreſs'd 

With pungent pain) behold my Theodoſia! 

My Theodoſia! let me, let me ſtill 

Repeat the much-lov'd name ! Still muſt her image 
Dwell in my heart while gratitude exiſts, 

Cheriſh'd with life, and but with life expire. 
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ODE to SPRING, written in March. 
I, 


FF NUEEN of ſeaſons, lovely ſpring, 
What diſtant happy clime detains 
The lingering wheels of thy refulgent car ? 
What unknown charm detains thee far 
From theſe expecting, mourning plains ? 
What ſoft inchantment binds thy zephyr's wing ? 
Silent on the leafleſs tree 
Hangs the rural muſes lyre ; 


Vat Wh  'Þ .. 


#1 


Still ſhe waits in vain for thee, 
Waits till thou the ſong inſpire. 
The field, the grove, the garden mourn thy ly: 


O lovely queen of ſeaſons, come away | J 


II. 1 
Gentle zephyrs wake and riſe 
Spread your ſilken wings, and bear 


On her bright enamel'd car, 
The be auteous nymph to our deſiring eyes! 


Come beauteous nymph in all thy charms array'd, 
And bleſs the field, and bleſs the rural ſhade ! 
Stern winter with his dreary train 
At thy approach ſhall leave the plain; 
And nature o'er the ruſſet mead 
Again her verdant mantle ſpread i 


Thy preſence ſhall the grove inſpire, 
And bid the various, artleſs choir, 
Sweet warbling pour the gratulating ſtrain. 
. | 
III. | 
Queen of ſeaſons come away | 6 
Time invites, and nature ſues ; 
Fancy ſpreads her wing to meet thee, 
Fancy, handmaid of the muſe ; 
Rural muſe that waits to greet thee : 


While 


EEE 
While reclin'd in penlive guiſe, 
Silent ſhe deplores thy lay, 


Olt ſhe lifts her longing eyes, 
And now ſhe ruminates the long- A lay. 


| IS 
x Fancy never waiting long, 
Ever active, ever young, 
Now with wild ungovern'd fire 
Snatches quick the muſes lyre, 
And come ye powers of harmony ſhe cries; 
Come bring the ſong to hail your queen; 
Bid every tuneful accent riſe: 
Il ſee afar her radiant car; 
She comes! ſhe comes to bleſs the rural ſcene ! 


V. | > 
O'er yon wide extended lawn, 
See! by gentle zephyrs drawn, 
With eaſy grace her glittering chariot glides: 
A thouſand gems reſplendent from its ſides, 
Refle& the luſtre of the ſolar ray : 
Fair treaſure of the vernal morn, 
Which bounteous nature bids adorn 
With pos CO the riſing day. 


VV And 


VI. 


And now behold the beauteous queen! | 


Dreſt in a robe of lively green 
. That cheers the gazing eye: 


Grad is the ground, but o'er it ſpread, 


Wrought with inimitable ſkill, 
Beyond deſcription's boldeſt quill, 

By nature's animating-hand, 

A various rich embroidery glows ; 
And though the work no real error knows, 
All with the niceſt care exactly plann'd; 
The tints in ſeeming, ſweet confuſion lie; 

Here ſhines the purple, there the red, 


Here . ſnowy ante and azure's lovely die. 


FE „ Vih. --- , 
While irregularly gay, 
Fancy thus attun'd the lay, 
The muſe aroſe (with brow ſeyere) 
In all her dignity, and ſaid, 
Fancy, ſtop thy wild career, 
Behold, impetuous, heedleſs maid : 


—— 


* 


With erring hand would'ſt thou preſume 


The laws of nature to controul ? 


Doſt thou accuſe the lingering foring, 


Who canſt not cauſe one flower to bloom, 


Or paint one ſummer inſe&'s wing? 


The 


1 
The circling ſeaſons all fulfill 
With ſteady courſe, his ſovereign will, 
Whoſe awful mandate bade them roll, 


Whoſe orders nature hears from pole to pole. 


| WIG ts 
At his command, returning ſpring 
Shall pour her bleſſings o'er the plain: 


Till then thy airy flights reſtrain, 


Nor touch my darling lyre again 

Till nature bids thee ſing. 
Then ſhall the fields their charms reſume, 
The flowery tribes renew their bloom; 
Soft warbling from the fragrant ſpray, 
To hail the lovely vernal day, 


Sweet muſic riſe from birds of various wing. 


Their tribute to the hand divine, 
The rural ſcenes ſhall gladly raiſe; 
And nature's every voice ſhall join 
The hymn of undiſſembled praiſe. 
Then ſhall my long-negletted Iyre, 
(If nature's Lord the ſong inſpire,) 


Awake to rapture every tuneful ſtring. 


ö; 
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$OLOLOSOTACAOLON 
Written in Marv, 


Aſter a ſeaſonable Shower of Rain. 


OW chang'd the face of nature ſhows, 
| How gay the rural ſcene ! 
A fairer bloom the flowers diſcloſe, * 
The me ads a livelier green. 


While beauty clothes the fertile vale, 
And bloſſoms on the ſpray, 
And fragrance breathes in every gale, 
How ſweet the vernal day! 


And hark ! the feather'd warblers ſing! 
_ Tis nature's cheerful voice; 
Soft muſic hails the lovely ſpring, 
And woods and fields rejoice. 


Hou kind the influence of the ſkies! 
Theſe ſhowers, with bleſſings fraught, 
Bid verdure, beauty, fragrance riſe, 

And fix the roving thought. 


| 3 O let my wondering heart confeſs, 

Lil | | With gratitude and love, 

The bounteous hand that deigns to blefs 
0 | ' The garden, field, and grove. | 


tt: 
That bounteous hand my thoughts adore, 
Beyond expreſſion kind, 


Hath ſweeter, nobler gifts in ſtore, 
To bleſs the craving mind. 


That hand, in this hard heart of mine 
Can make each virtue live, 
And kindly ſhowers of grace divine 
Life, beauty, fragrance give. 


O God of nature, God of grace, 
Thy beavenly gifts impart ! 
And bid ſweet meditation trace 
Spring mouning in * heart! | 


Inſpira to praiſe I then ſhall j join | 
Glad nature's cheerful ſong : 

And love and gratitude divine 
Attune my joyful tongue. 
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The SickLy MIN p. 


HERE are the happy moments fled ? 


Where are the joys that once were 


VvW 
| mine? 


When meditation kindly ſpread , 
| The ſweet repaſt, 
And bade me taſte 
Of mental food, varieties divine? 
Reflection thus enquiring ſighs, 
But hope with cheerful air replies, 
Again thoſe happy moments may be thine ; 
Meditation' ever kind, 
Still invites the longing mind ; 
And ſee! ſhe ſpreads her banquet full in view, 
Such food the ſons of luxury never knew. 


Alas! in vain, my heart replies, 
In vain her rich varieties ! 
A languid, a diſtemper'd taſte invite! 
Gentle hope, thy friendly power 
| Soeths in vain the mournful hour. 


Till 


to FP 


-Till thy fair filter come and bleſs my Gghts 
She can point a ſovereign cure 
For diſorders of the mind, 
Health, vigor, and delight ſhe can enſure 
From that bleſt hand which heal'd the lame and 
blind. 


Come radiant faith, and guide my way! 
Hope, on thy kind arm I ſtay, 
Lead, O lead me to my Lord! 

Tf he pronounce the healing word, 

This mental languor ſhall depart, 

And health and vigor animate my heart. 


Alas! my guide how dim her eye! 
Ho feeble my ſupporter's arm! 
But he can purge the miſt away, 
And clear the intellectual ray; 
His vital word this fainting heart can warm, 


And bid my hope be ſtrong, and teach my faith to fly, 


Great Phy ſician, gracious Lord, 
Speak the liſe-reſtoring word, 
My drooping powers renew! 
Meditation then ſhall ſpread, 
Not in vain, the various ſeaſt, 


All her ſweets the mind ſhall taſle, 


While 


1 16.3 
While ill new dainties riſe to view; 
(With dainties ſuch as her's are angels fed) 


Nor can the ſacred banquet ever cloy, 
Unlike t to . food, akin to o heavenly joy. 


eee 


10 a FLOWER. 


MBLEM of Pe” a form, 
Bloſſom elegant and fair, 
Young Aminta has a charm 
Flowers like thee can never wear. 


In her mind good nature blooms, 
Fairer than thy ſpotleſs white ; 
Flower diffuſing ſweet perfumes 


While i it glads the gazers ſight, 


Though the Lilly and the Roſe 
Mix their beauties in her face, 
This with ſweeter luſtre glows, 
= | Luſtre heightening every grace. 


Nor be this alone her praiſe, 
While the muſe's friendly eye 
Many a fragrant bud ſurveys, 
Bud where latent beauties lie. 
i! O may 


E 
O may every mental grace 
Ripening fair its bloom diſplay, 
More than emulate her face, 


Bloom which never can decay. 


n 


The SaLuTARY DISAPPOINTMENT. 


TITH anxious thought an author pil'd 
His labour'd volumes high and fair, 
And now he ſigh'd, and now he ſmil'd, 


As rul'd alternate, hope and care. 


At length conſirm'd, erect he roſe, 
For lo! inſpiring pride appears, 
With all her fire his boſom glows, 
While the bold wiſh he thus declares. 


This monument ſhall bear my name 

In ſpite of time's deſtroying hand, 

Thy votary hear, auſpicious fame, 
To future ages let it ſtand ! 


Old time was poſling by in haſte, 
Not complaiſant enough to ſtay, 
His wing juſt touch'd it as he paſt, 
In duſt the boaſted trophy lay. | 
| | | The 


E * 
The author fainted at tlie ſight, | 
But virtue came forgiving, kind, 
When pride retreats tis her delight 
To animate the drooping mind. 


No-more, miſtaken youth (ſhe cries) 
No more invoke deluding fame, 

But let thy nobler wiſhes riſe, 
Heaven only gives a deathleſs name. 


E r O C Or 


The BuTTERFLY. 


RETTY vagrant of the air, 
Emblem of the thoughileſs fair: 

Near akin their life and thine, 

Both a fleeting ſummer ſhine. 

Short delight your charms impart, 

Charms to catch the human heart: 

Hearts that can be caught with ſhow, 
The virtuoſo or the beau. 

Thoughtleſs nymphs are butterflies, 
Different ſpecies, larger ſize; 
Strangers both to needful care, 

Flutte ring, roving here and there; 


Wi . Baſking 


„ 


Baſking in the vernal ray, 
Trifling out the ſummer's day: 
. Summer's day, from youth to age, 
Trifles all their cares engage: 
But when wintry ſtorms ariſe, 
Beauty fades, and pleaſure dies. 
Melet nobler cares employ, 
Cares which terminate in joy. 
Ere the ſummer ſunbeams flee, 
Let me, like the frugal bee, 
Well improve the ſmiling hour, 
Gathering ſweets from every flower. 
O may virtue's charms be mine, 
Charms that ſtill increaſing ſhine! | 
Theſe will cheer the wintry gloom, 
"Theſe will laſt beyond the tomb, 
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OE to MELANC HOLY. 


AUGHTER of grave reflection, gentle power, 
Whoſe dictates oft improve the lonely hour, 
Kind melancholy come! 


I ſeek thy friendly aid; 
Beneath thy hallow'd ſhade 


(Still 


ty 
(Still, unmoleſted gloom,) 
Gay mirth's amuſing trifles diſappear. 
| Nor art thou far away, 
Witneſs the ſtarting tear 
That trembles in my eye; 
Kind melancholy ſay, 
Does not the involuntary ſigh 
Proclaim thy ſalutary influence near? 


Friend to virtue, foe to pride, 
Come, and place thee near my ſide, 
And teach my heart how vain are all the toys 
Which wear the ſmiling form of earthly joys! | 
Yonder ſee, the phantoms riſing, 
In alluring colours dreſt! 
See them fleeting from the view! 
See deluded crowds purſue ! 
Danger braving, toil deſpiſing, 
Till, at length they catch—the air! 
The tempting forms that ſmil'd ſo fair 
Elude their graſp, and leave the heart unbleſt, 


Gentle melancholy, ſay, 
Didſt thou never ſoftly ſteal | 
Into th' aſſemblies of the gay, 14 
And the truth, in whiſpers tell? 
When mirth and thoughtleſs pleaſure ſmiling, - 
Muſic's charms the heart beguiling, 
Unheeded bore the midnight hour away. 
| . Didſt 


14 


Didſt thou not whiſper, * you a mull die?“ 
Did not the boſom heave a ſigh, | 
And for one ſerious minute baniſh mirth ? 
That minute, were enough to ſhow 
That pleaſure terminates in woe, 
That vain are all the boaſted joys of earth ! 
But mirth intrudes with fatal art 
To ſeize the hall-relenting heart, 
And ſtifle young conviction in its 1 


Melancholy, friendly power, 
Olt beneath thy awful gloom, 
(Heart- affecting thoughts inſpiring} 
From the buſy world retiring, 
Let me ſpend the ſolemn hour! 

Let me meditate the tomb! 
Meditate, but not alone, + 
Leſt my heart ſhould ſink diſmay d; 
Let religion ever near, 

{Sacred guardian) baniſh ſear, 
Let my heart, her preſence own, 
| While through the over-ſpreading ſhade 
(Excluding every glimpſe of day) 
Her ſmiles diffuſe a cheering ray, 
And oy the dark, cold manſions of the dead. 


ObE 
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| Ovz to Hoy. 


RIEND of the 4 mind, whoſe « kindly ray, 
Solt riſing o'er affliction's dreary ſhade, 
| Foretells the ſweet approach of day, 

And cheers the weary daikſome way, 
And bids dejection raiſe her languid head. 


Celeſtial hope, on thy propitious ſmile 
Calm once waits, by thee ſuſlain'd 
She ne'er repines, though often pain'd ; 
Untiring through lile's various toil, ' | 
She knows to bear 


With placid air 


Cold wintry ſtorms, and treads down thorny care. 


Dear anne friend, thy lenient hand allays 
The pangs of grief, and ſmooths the irowning brow 
Of rough adverſity, thy voice conveys 
| Reviving comfort to the ſons of woe; 

Thy gentle voice rebukes their fears, 
The ſigh, ſuſpended, liſtening dies, 

And ſorrow lays her flowing tears 


| While happier ſcenes i in en proſpect riſe, 
Thou 
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Thou laſt, kind ſolace of diftreſs, 
Whoſe ſmile retains a power to bleſs. 
Though every friend beſides, depart; 
Still kind, ſtill faithful to thy truſt, 
Thy influence hovers o'er the panting heart, 
While reaſon lives to wake dehire, 
Till life's pale trembling lamp expire, 
Till the pain'd, priſon'd mind ſhall riſe, 
And drop her feeble manſion in the duſt, 
To claim om ou d bliſs bey ond the . 

: Tee uon re #6 % 
Celeſtial dig fair child of wad divine 1 

O may thy heavenly ray, 
Bright harbinger of day, 

Still on my heart with cheering luſtre ſhine ! 

Through each dark ſcene, each mournſul 

f ſhade, 2 

Til I no more ſhall need thy aid; 
Till that bright hour, when to my raptur'd eyes 
(O may I call the unknown tranſport mine) 
The morning of immortal day ſhall riſe, 
And thou to Pe elf joy FRY Range reſign. _ 


n 


— 
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Not all your comforts in the grave are laid, 
Through grief's dark ſhade a lucid ray appears. 


Io thoſe bright ſcenes where joys immortal riſe. 


Here, may your heart with full affiance reſt. 


And many a friend, and many a comfort ſtill, 
Are kindly ſpar'd to cheer your ſtay below. 


10 
eee 
To Ax1za on the death of her Son. 


NOUGH to nature and to grief is paid, 
Indulge no more theſe unavailing tears ; 


A ray of heaven fair beaming through the gloom ! 
Bids fainting hope lift up her languid eyes; 
While faith direRs her view beyond the tomb, 


Cleans d, in the Saviour's blood, from every ſtain, 
Think with what tranſport you will meet above, 
(For ever free from ſin and grief and pain) 

The dear, departed object of your love! 


Then, though your dieting heart its loſs deplorez 
O yet be each repining thought ſuppreſt, 
That ſovereign hand, which cannot err, adore, 


Indulgent mercy blends, with lenient {kill, 
Sweet cordials with the bitter cup of woe: 


Your 
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Your ſtay, perhaps for high important ends, 
May be prolong'd through many circling years, 
A bleſſing to your partner, children, friends, 
And future comfort pay your preſent tears. 


May humble reſignation calm your breaſt, 

And faith enjoy, with heaven illumin'd eye, 

A proſpett of the regions of the bleſt, 

Where pleaſures bloom, that never, never die! 


Deſiring to love Cnkis r and obey him. 
a 75 ye ſove me, keep my commandments. 


Jus my Lord, in thy dear name unite, 
All that my heart calls great, or r good, or 
| ſweet; 
Whate'er inſpires with wonder or r delight, 
In thee, thou faireſt of ten thouſand, meet. 


Do I not love thee? ah my conſcious heart 
Nor boldly dares affirm, nor can deny; 
Q bid theſe clouds of gloomy fear depart, 
With one bright ray from thy propitious eye! 
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No other Lord my heart deſires to own. 


| Refine and mould them with almighty {kill ; 


18 
Do I not love thee ? can I then alive: 


Within my breaſt pretenders to thy throne ? 
O take my homage, at thy feet I bow! 


Take, take my paſſions in thy ſovereign hand, 


Then ſhall I love the voice of thy command, 
And all my powers rejoice to do thy will. 


Thy love inſpires the active ſons of light, 


With ſwift-wing'd zeal, they wait upon thy word; 


O let that love, in theſe abodes of night, 
Bid my heart glow to ſerve my deareſt Lord! 


Come love divine, my languid wiſhes raiſe ! 


With heavenly zeal this faint cold heart inflame, 


To join with angels in my Saviour's praiſe, 


| Like them, obey his will, adore bis name! 


But can the mind, with heavy clay oppreſt, 
To emulate ſeraphic ardour riſe ? 

While ſin pollutesher Joys, forbids. her reſt, 
How can the j -— the 1 of the Wes i 7 
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You he ends to love and t to — 


Whoſe hand ſuſtains thoſe happy ſpirits ther; 


In him, my ſoul, who is thy guide, thy ſtay, 


In him confide, to him commit thy care. 


” i 4 


„ 7 Jeſus 
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Jeſus my Lord, O give me ſtrength divine! 
Then ſhall my powers in glad obedience move ; 
Receive the heart that wiſhes to be thine, _ 
And teach, Oteach-me to obey and love! 
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On hearing the Fux ERAL BELL, + 


After frequent deaths in the neighbourhood. 

GAIN, the ſolemn warning ſtrikes my ear! 
The ſolemn warning that ſo oft of late 

Hath bid my ſoul be ready! ſhall the call, | 

Loud, frequent, preſſing, awful, found in vain? 

Around me, death ſelects his fated prey; _ 

On ſilent wing, commiſſion'd, fly his ſhaſts, 

Nor ever miſs their mark, a victim here 

By age enfeebled, faintly ſtruggling, falls 

An eaſy conqueſt! there in manhood's prime, 

Transfix'd, and raging with the venom'd dart, 

Another groans, ſtrength miniſtering to pain, 

Contending long, unequal to the fight, 

At length, in agonizing pangs expires ! 

Another here, and there another falls 

In early bloom, the ruthleſs ſtroke at once 
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Cuts off the parent's hope, and leaves a wound, 


That awful power, who points them, only knows. 


Vet, this anticipated woe, a care te 
| Still nearer, more important, ſuperſedes! 


Can bid my ſoul defy thy keeneſt dart, 


The glorious promiſe ſtands, confirm'd by oath, 


L 22 J 


Which lenient time, flow healing, hardly cures !- 
Where, next, will light his arrows ? vain demand! 


Perhaps ſome lov'd, perhaps ſome honour'd life, 
Dear as my own, invites his preſent aim : 

How will my bleeding heart outlive the ſtroke, 
When ev'n the apprehenſion wounds ſo deep 3 


— 


O let me aſk my conſcious, trembling heart, 
While yet the folemn queſtion may avail, 

Canſt thou, undaunted, meet the King of terrors ? 
In his commiſhon, for this night, this hour, 

My name may be contain'd—ſuppoſe it ſpread 
Before thy view—rouze, inſtant rouze thy powers 
To meet, with fortitude, the potent foe! 

Alas! how weak, how helpleſs ! ſoon I fall, 

The inſulting victor triumphs—no, behold 

An arm ſuperior, ſtretch'd for my ſupport ! 

O death where is thy ſting? the Lord of life, 

In whom I truft, can diſappoint thy power; 


And triumph o'er thy terrors! he beſtows 
(O giſt immenſe!) a life beyond thy reach, 
Eternal life | reveal'd by truth divine 


The awful ſanction of omnipotence ! 


Here, 
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Here, then, my ſoul, let thy enquiry Ga 
Deliberate, ſerious, ardent ! on this point, 
This intereſting point, depends thy all! 
Is death diſarm'd for thee? is life begun? 
For all who live for ever, muſt, new born 
Begin to breathe that life divine on earth. 
O thou, whoſe potent word, ſrom nothing rais'd 
Unnumber'd worlds, whoſe all-inſpiring breath 

Gives life to nature in her countleſs forms ! 
Great ſource of liſe divine! whoſe quickning power 
Recalls from death's domain, the heirs of bliſs, | 
Once, heirs of woe, a new created race, 
Form'd for thy praiſe, to life immortal form'd; 
Aſſiſt my ſearch ! thy piercing eye {urveys 
The cloſe receſſes of my inmoſt heart, 

And marks its every motion, do I breathe 
Warm'd by thy vital ray? are theſe deſires, 
Which nought below thy favour can ſuffice, 

A proof of that immortal life begun, 
Which nought below omnipotence can give? 

Is not the riſing hope which cheers my ſoul, 

Sweet beaming through the gloomy ſears of death, 
The dawn of life? O teach my trembling heart « 
To trace it to its ſource, the Saviour's croſs ! 
That wondrous croſs, where death reſign'd his arms, 
And own'd the conqueror God! where life divine 
Breath'd in the great Redeemer's dying groans, 

| And pour d its influence from his bleeding veins 
| 84 "I'S: 
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To quicken, cleanſe, auminace, and raiſe 
To immortality, the blind, polluted, ' - £ 
The helpleſs, hopeleſs, wretched prey of death! 
Stupendous work of love, almighty love! 22 
Yes, deareſt Lord; from thee my ſoul derives 
Her only hope, from thee thele faint deſires 
Which thou canſt raiſe, invigorate, and fill. 
O teach my ſaith on ſtronger wing to riſe 


To thoſe bright regions, where eternal life 


In full perfettion glows, and bid my hope 
With firmer confidence on thee recline, 

My guardian, my defence ! by thee ſuſtain'd, 
My heart ſhall meet, ſerene; this dreaded foe, 
And ſmile to ſee his harmleſs arrows fly. 
Secure of conqueſt in my Saviour's might 
Secure of life beyond this narrow ſpati ! 


A life unbounded as the glorious hope 4 


Thy love inſpires, and fill'd with all the Joy 
Thy bliſsful preſence gives, commenſurate 
The life, the joy, with yaſt eternity. 
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XELESTIAL content, inexhauſtible treaſure! 
The man that enjoys thee requires no addition; 
In thee he poſſeſſes wealth, honour, and pleaſure ; 

| O happy condition ! 


With pity he looks on the many, purſuing 

The trifles of earth with ſuch eager attention, 

And n in chaſe f their utter undoing. 
8 Their tortur'd invention. 


Then upward on faith's friendly pinion he ak 

With rapture the glofious reverſion beholding; 

The gates to that bliſs, which his longing heart prizes 
(Tho' diſtant) unfolding. 


On inviolate truth while his hopes are depending, 
Nor terrors afſright, nor afflictions depreſs him; 
Alſur d, tho' to ds Eqn manſions faſt tending 

| His God will tilt bleſs him, 


1 Mn {3 


Relecas' a ſrom the — of time bis glad Wr 


Shall leave its weak Parkarle, and joyt ully. ſoaring. 
„ promis 4 poſſeſſion begin to inherit ; 


a Forth Wich —_— adoring. 
: f He 


L 26 J 
He knows chat his body, the grave now detaining, 
In Jeſus' bright image hereafter ariling, 
Shall ſurely rejoin him, no ſorrow remaining, 


Corruption deſpiſing. 


— Then with heaven's fair armies in triumph bag 
1 Partake of delights ever new and abounding ; | 
wh - | Enraptur'd before the bright throne lowly bending 


Salvation reſounding. 


Wairinc for MoRxinG. 


ve ©. + A 4 —— 3 — 
| 0 - — 7 
22 
——— — ö 
— A tr —_— _R— 


Pſalm xxx. 5. 


ONG and mournful is the night; 
Mental night of gloomy fear: 
Source of comfort, ſource of light 
When, O when wilt thou appear ! 

Thy beams alone can bid the gloom depart, 
And ſpread celeſtial morning o'er my heart. 


2 
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SL PRE. 
Morning of that glorious day 
Which the bleſt enjoy above, 
Where with full unclouded ray 
Shines thy everlaſting love: 
Where j Joy triumphant fills the bright abode, 
O happy world! fair paradiſe of God! 


Thither if the heart aſpire, 

Shall it, Lord, aſpire in vain? 

Shall the breathings of deſire 

Riſe with unavailing pain? 
O thou my guide, my ſolace, and my reſt, 
In this ſad deſart ſhall I rove unbleſt ? 


Sure the Lord of life is near 
Though a cloud his face conceal ; 
Jeſus, when wilt thou appear, 
When thy cheering beams reveal ? 
When ſhall thy beams of ſoul-reviving light 
Diſpel this gloomy cloud this mental night ? 


Not in vain aſpires the heart 
That depends on thee alone; 
Light and joy thou wilt impart, 
Radiant dawn of bliſs unknown. 
Here let me wait beneath thy guardian wing 
Till from thy ſmile celeſtial morning ſpring. 


To 
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To Aux A on her MoTHER's 1LILNEsSs. 


AY, dear Amira, while this boſom ſhares 
| Your load of grief, and heaves the filial ſigh ; 
Shall Chriſtians ſink beneath time's tranſient cares, 
Aid WY mane 4c ſcarce lift ha languid eye ? 


While o'er affliftion's oth, a "RES night 
Dark apprehenſion ſpreads, and woes unborn 

Riſe viſionary to the mental ſight, 

The preſent grief we feel, the future mourn. 


Indulge, forgive the ſiſter and the friend, 
Permit reflection to preſent to view 

The ſecret cauſe that thus oppreſs'd we bend, 
And to their ſource thele tyrant fears purſue. 
Their ſource is unbelief, a foe confeſs'd, 
And yet, how cloſe connected with the heart, 
We lodge the traitor that betrays our reſt, 
And ſtabs our comforts in the vital part. 
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What is the Chriſtian's portion ? bliſs terrene, 
Health, riches, friends ? alas, how light they weigh! | 
Can we, contented with a lot ſo mean | 
Pronounce it bliſs ? frail tenure of a day! 


g — 


No, ſays the ſoul whom heaven- born faith inſpires, 
Jehovah is the portion of my choice, 

In him, who fills, alone, my vaſt deſires, | 
Though health, wealth, friends forſake me, Ireoice. 


The bleſſings God hath lent, when he recalis 

Faith bids the heart with full conſent reſign, 

Low at his feet the heart adoring falls! 

Lord, 'tis enough, I'm bleſt while thou art mine!” 

Should he recall (we tremble at the thought) 

A parent honour'd, lov'd: Faith lifts her eye, 

And,“ See (ſhe cries) the hour, with tranſport \_ 

| fraught, 

& That j 2 your' ſouls in bliſs beyond 4 ſky! Yo 

| The ſorrow-ſhaded ſcenes that riſe betwetn, : 

_ Time's friendly wing will quickly bear away ; 
And hope with placid air ſhall wait ſerene, _ 


et 


While faith points forward to eternal dex. 


23 Then 


. 


. 
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Then join, my dear Amira, join your friend, 
To combat unbelief, his aid implore 


On whoſe kind arm our faith and hope depend, 


Here may we reſt, deſire, expe&, adore. 
PEREIRA 


The Harey Man. 
From the 23d Plaim. 


APPY the man of heavenly birth, 
Beyond the proudeſt boaſt of earth, 
- Whom mercy thus ſuſtains :. 
| To ſcenes of living verdure led, 


Plenty and peace their bleſſings ſpread, 
And not a thought complains. 


ConduQted by his gracious guide 

Where ſtreams of ſweet refreſhment glide, 
And fed with food divine; 

God is the guardian of his reſt, 

Beneath his ſmile, ferenely bleſt, 

* bids his ſoul recline. 


Ea 3 


Yer, ſhould his feet forgetful ſtray, 
His guide reſtores, and points the way 


To ſafety, life, and peace; 
Still mindful of his glorious name, 
A faithful God is ſtill the ſame, 
His paths are righteouſneſs, 


Should gloomy ſhades the path o erſpread, 
Dark as the manſions of the dead, 
| His heart no terrors wound: 
His heavenly guardian ever near, 
Suſtains his hope, forbids his fear, 

And comfort ſmiles around. 


The conſtant bounty of his Lord, 
With rich proviſion ſpreads his board, 
Amid repining foes: | 

While peace and pladneſs on his head 
Their ſweeteſt odours hourly ſhed, 
| His cup with bliſs o'erflows : 


O happy portion! lot ine 
Thus ſhall indulgent goodneſs ſhine 
On all his future days; 
For ever near his guardian God 
Shall mercy fix his bleſt abode, 
And tune his ſoul to praiſe. 


To 
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To PrLANDER. 


\ N/ F HILE in the arms of death your Delia ſleeps 
And o'er her aſhes fond remembrance 
weeps; | | | 
In tender gr ief let friendibip claim A ſhare, 


Friendſhip, that fain would caſe Philander's care. 


But ſay, is this the whole of ſriendſhip's lore, 
To ſympathize, to pity, to deplore? _ 

Be her's the effort (elſe how weakly kind) 
To cheer, to elevate the drooping mind. 

And weak (unaided) would the effort prove; 
But heaven · born hope aſſiſts the voice of love. 
See my Philander o'er your Delia's tomb 
Hope ſmiles and diſſipates the dreary gloom. 
Celeſtial comforter ! ſhe points your eye 

To life, to happinels beyond the ſky. - 

Attend her-cheering whiſper to your heart! 

« There live es your once-lov'd Delia's nobler part. 
Can you regret that from the ſcenes of woe, 


The long affliction ſhe ſuſtain'd below, 


&© Heaven call'd her ſpirit from its dark abode 


To the bright manſions of her Saviour God? 


« Her 


£ 33 1 
Her mortal part, beneath bis watchful ve, 

10 Secure (though mouldering in the grave) ſhall lie, 
« Till the laſt trumpet's animating breath 

Pierce through the boundleſs monarchy of death; 
Collect each atom of the ſleeping duſt 

And in immortal vigour raiſe the juſt. 
The body then, reſtor'd, renew'd, refin'd, 
Shall join in perfeft bliſs, its partner mind; 

« Array'd in pure etherial radiance riſe, 

„Mix with the bright aſſembly of the ſkies ; 

In joys unknown to thought for ever prove 
The boundleſs bleſſings of redeeming love; 
And every tongue, to rapture tun'd, proclaim 
The endleſs glories of the Saviour's name. 

1 Then ſhall Philander and his Delia join 

With heaven's immortal choir, the ſong divine 
+ Look forward to the bright, the glorious hour 

© And truſt your Saviour's mercy, truth and power.” 
O my Philander, may the bliſsful ray 

Which points our wiſhes to the ſeats of day, 

Still on our hearts its healing luſtre ſhed, 

Amid the gloomy manſions of the dead! 

In all her force may hope celeſtial glow 

Till heaven's fair dawn beam o'er the ſhades of woe . 
Till faith ſhall with ſeraphic ardour riſe, 

And claim the promis'd glories of the ſkies; 
Till that illuſtrious, that tranſporting hour, 
When death for ever ſhall reſign his power; 
Yo L. III. - D When 


| Thy word can every * fear controul. 


(+ J 
When joy ſhall wipe the tear from every eye 
And faith and hope in perfect viſion die. 


a in TzovsL. 


"HOUGH terrors late alarm'd my breaſt, 
And rais'd athreatening tempeſt there, 
Yet, Lord, my paſſions own thy hand, 
The ſtorm ſubfides at thy command, 
And now my calmer thoughts atteſt 
Thy well-try'd love, thy long experienc'd care. 


Faith, ſcarce diſcern'd a glimpſe of light, 
Hope languiſh'd with dejetted eye, 
Reaſon, (weak empreſs of the mind) 
To paſſion had the helm conſign'd, 
Loud was the ſtorm and dark the night, 
But —_ ſupporting, guardian hand was nigh. 


| Almighty Saviour, gracious Lord, 
Thou only refuge of my ſoul, 
Thy ſovereign voice when I can . | 
I gain new ſtrength to combat fear, 
Hope reſts on thy unchanging word, 


Hence 
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Hence, guilty diffidence be gone, 
With all thy train of boding fears; 
Let faith and calm expectance wait, 
And cheerful hope, with eye ſedate, 
Look up and watch the ſmiling dawn 


| That through the ſable veil of night appears. 


That ſmiling dion derives its ray 
From the full ſource of light divine ; 
O ſun of righteouſneſs, impart 

Thy healing radiance to my heart ! 
Increaſing till celeſtial day 


| Diſpel the gloom, and joy unclouded ſhine. 


rr OOO Or Or 
Taz RESTLESS MiND. 


CTIVE, buſy, reſtleſs mind 
That canſt never be confin'd ; 

| Whither, whither doſt thou ſtray ? 

Seek a guide that knows the way 

To the fair, the happy ſhore, 

Which thy wing would fain explore. 

Fancy ſees the angels ſtand 


nnn on the diſtant land: | 
De | Gentle 


— 


TE 


Gentle fpirits; can you guide 
O'er the ocean deep and wide, C 
Winds impetuous; ſeas untry'd ? 

Can you point the port of reſt 
Aid a ſtranger to be bleſt? 
Vain enquiry — ſilent all 
Quite regardleſs of my call! 
Will no kind, no able friend 
Hear, on whom J may depend? 
Hear, and teach this reſtleſs mind 
How, the ſeats of bliſs to find? 
Ves, behold that friend appears! 
Friend of mortals, Jeſas hears: | : 
Kindly ſmiling, ſee, he lands! 
See, his ſtretch d, inviting hands 
Hark! he wooes thee to be bleſt! 
Calls thee to the port of reſt ! 
He can teach thee to explore, , 
He alone, that happy ſhore. | 
Though the dull, incumbent air 
Frown with heavy clouds of care ; 
He can aid and point thy flight; 
R. thee ſtrength, and give thee light. ; 
ocean, deep, and wide, | 
Winds impetuous, ſeas untry'd, 
He thy paffage can ſuſtain; 
Winds. and waves ſhall rage in vain. 
Gracious 


* _ 
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Gracious Saviour, guide divine ! | 
Io thy conduct I reſign | 
This enquiring reſtleſs mind; 
Happy, if her Lord is kind: 
Happy, if amid her way, 
Now and then a heavenly ray 
Open to her longing eye 
That fair paradiſe on high, 
Whither her beſt wiſhes tend, 
Where her*toils and cares ſhall end. 


* O C OD O 


ON RECEIVIN G A MouaninG RING 
FOR A Younc RELATIVE. 


HE mournfal gift, attentive, while I view, 

My once-lov'd Nancy riſes to my thought; 

The ſigh of friendſhip, to her memory due, | 
 Breathes from 0 heart, with tenderanguilhraught. 


Young, blooming, amiable, W maid! _ 
When liſe's gay, flattering proſpect open'd fair; — 
| Down ſunk the ſcene in death's cold diſmal ſhade, . 


And the fond parent mourns his fruſtrate care. 


D3-- -: Te ſad 


= TT] 
Ye ſad ſurvivors, while each bleeding heart 
Hangs on her lov'd idea, may you know 
The heaven-taught leſſon, the celeſtial art 
To gather bleſlings in the ſhades of woe! 


Perhaps the awful ſtroke may ſeem ſevere ; 

But let reflection ſpeak, her voice attend! 

While grief ſupplies the unavailing tear, 
Reflection points our own approaching end. 


That end approaching is our chief concern, 

Life's moſt important buſineſs is, to die; | 
This truth, each friend expiring bids us learn, 
Which, while we mourn, impels a deeper ſigh. 


O may the needful figh be unſuppreſt, 
Till kind reflection lead the reſtleſs heart 
To that bright world where only. life is bleſt, 
And conquer'd death reſigns his fatal dart! 


To liſe immortal, he reveals the way | 
Who dying triumph'd over nature's foe: - 
His word, if wereceive, believe, obey, 
Fair hope ſhall bloom amid the ſhades of woe, 
| - 
| 


7 $ | | 


„ 
Ye flattering ſcenes of earthly bliſs, adieu! 
You ſmile, and promiſe, but deceive the mind ; 
Celeſtial hope directs our upward view 
To pleaſures real, laſting and refin'd, 


FF 


To AMIRA ON THE SUDDEN DEATH 
oF HER MoTuER, 


HOUGH nature, friendſhip, filial love awake 
The ſprings of grief, and chough the ſudden 
wah 
O'erpower'dthemind, (too weak to meet ſurpriz el) 
At length my dear Amira, be our griefs 
Reftrain'd, obedient to the voice divine 
Which calms the winds and ſeas, that ſovereign voice 
Which bids the tempeſt of the mind Be ſtill.“ 
Reflection now returning, may our ſouls 
Adore ſubmiſſive his diſpoſing hand, 
Who gives and takes our comforts as he pleaſes, 
Still wiſe and good in all. O let our hearts 
Complain no more, for through the cloud of woe 
Kind mercy ſhines, her beams diſperſe the gloom, 
As ſun-beams chaſe the fragments of a ſtorm. 
Look up, Amira, ſee the father's hand, 
„ Tndulgent 
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Indulgent, tender, in the ſtroke we mourn ! 


Say, could the awful meſſenger appear 

In a more gentle form ? how ſoft the touch 
That looſen'd nature s bands, diſſolv'd the tie 
That held the weary ſpirit, priſon'd long, 

In a frail, Toin'd tenement below, 

And bade her riſe to liberty and joy! 

Say do we mourn the friend, the parent loſt ?— 
Ah no, retra@ the word, ſhe is but call'd, 
Before us call'd to her celeſtial home, 

That bliſsful home, ſo long, ſo much deſir'd; 
And hope ſoft whiſpers we ſhall meet her there. 
Meet her—but how ? enfeebled, bent with years, 
Worn out with pains, her mental powers decay'd 
And loſt to ſocial joys ? though hope, and truſt, 


And patient reſignation ſhone ſerene, 


The chriſtian's pattern, and the friend's ſupport : 


Their work fulfill'd, thoſe graces have reſign'd 
Their ſeat to perfe& joy and endleſs praiſe. 


Ho ſhall we meet her in the bleſt abode ? 
Urania, come, thy faireſt colours bring, 
Preſent the dear departed to our view 
Such as ſhe ſhines amid the bliſsful choir. 
Let youth immortal, dreſt in heavenly ſmiles, 
And winning graces, o'er her form diffuſe 
Its lively bloom; while dignity and love 

Sit on her aſpett, ſuch as angels wear 


But 


But not thy nobleſt ſtrokes, thy ſweeteſt force, 
In equal colours e'er can repreſent © 
A ſoul made perfect in the realms of light, 
And in her ſaviour's lovely! image dreſt. 
Nor can thy tints, though borrow d from the ſky, 
Deſcribe the vigorous life, the active joy 
Which animates a citizen of heaven. 

Urania, drop thy pencil, take the lyre, 
Not to deplore the friend, the parent loſt ; 
But to congratulate the ſaint arriv'd, 
From life's long, painful voyage ſafe arriv'd, | 
And crown'd, triumphant, on the bliſsſul ſhore, 
With perfect pleaſure, and eternal peace. 
O could thy lyre but faintly emulate 
On earth, the ſtrains which her rapt ear imbibes, 
Her voice melodions joins; the notes would charm _ 
The mournful memory of her loſs to reſt, 
And bid deſire, and faith, and hope ariſe 
To ſhare her tranſports in that world of | Joy. 
O may that glorious, happy world emit 
Its ſweet, though diſtant radiance to our hearts. 
And raiſe, and fix our hopes and wiſhes there! 
Has not the dawn of that eternal day | 
Which God's unclouded ſmile diffuſes there, 
Sometimes, Amira, beam'd a cheering ray 
On theſe dark ſcenes? and ſhall that dawn be loſt 
To ſhine no more ?—impoſlible—as ſoon | 
The ſun ſhall faint amid his morning way, 


> a” 


And 
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And leave the world to everlaſting night; | 
That grace omnipotent, that ſtedfaſt truth 


On which, below, her heaven-born hope reclin'd, 


Who now rejoices in that hope fulfill'd, 


Invites our humble truſt, forbids our fear. 
May the fame grace that led her ſafely through 
The cares, the dangers, and the pains of time, 


Preſerve, ſupport, and guide us in the way, 


The living way by which ſhe reach'd the ſkies! | 


Then ſhall we join with her the heavenly choir, 
Partake the bliſs, and tune the raptur'd ſong 


To Jeſus, who prepares a manſion there 


For all who love his name, and truſt his grace; 


To Jefus, who from death's envenom'd dart 
Extrafts the poiſon, fatal now no more: 

That foe to nature 1s become a friend; 

He at his Lord's command, unfolds the gate 
To life, and liberty, and nn joy. 


ee eee 


Op R ox A RURAL PROSPECT IN JUNE, 


I. 


T length ſhe deigns, (indulgent power Y 
To bleſs the ory hour: 
| Divine 


To whom Urania brought celeſtial fire; 
A living ray from heaven's immortal choir, 


| That darted through the ſolid veil of night: 


„ 
Divine Urania, pleaſing gueſt! 
My paſſions own thy ſoft controul; 
Welcome to my grateful breaſt, 
Sooth my every care to reſt; 
O pour thy kindeſt influence on my ſoul! 
. | 
Touch the ſweet, the charming lyre, 
Tis thine to harmonize the mind! 
Thou canſt calm delight inſpire ; 
Exalted pleaſure, joy refin'd! 
Thy lov'd employ thy darling theme 
My panting ſoul aſpires to try; 
To ſing the great the glorious name 
Who gives thee all thy pleaſing art 
To calm to animate the heart; 
Creation's lord, and ſovereign of the ſky ! 
III. 


But aim not, my ambitious ſong, 
To rife with Milton, gr with Young, 


Inſpiring ray, that bade them ſoar 
Where mortals never roſe before, 


Wuile nature wonder'd at the daring flight, 


1 
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| | VE 
Unequal to fo bold a choice, 
A humbler, ſafer lot be mine! 
5 Urania, tune my trembling voice 
To ſubjetts leſs exalted, yet divine! 
Thy ſoſteſt, gentleſt aid impart, 
Teach, O teach my longing heart 
To trace the radiant footſteps of the God; 
To the mind's enraptur'd eyes | 
Where his milder glories riſe, 
O'er nature's ample frame diffus'd abroad! 


V. 


Nature, o'er her ample frame 
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Shews her great creator's name 
Inſcrib'd in characters divine! 
Every plant, and every flower 
Speak his wiſdom, goodneſs, power: 
Wich ſweet attractive luſtre how they ſhine! 
| Ye beauteous ſcenes, tis yours to ſhow 
Ihe hand from whence your bleſſings flow: 
To wonder, love, adore, and praiſe be mine! 


R 


| VI. 

While yonder wide- extended fields, 

Wich eager gaze my eye ſurveys; 

The ſcene a thouſand beauties yields, 

A thouſand bleſſings claim my praiſe. 
55 | In 
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In nature's lap, fee, plenty pours, 

With hand profuſe, her richeſt ſtores! 

A lively green arrays the ſcene, 

Impearl'd with ſoft-deſcending ſhowers: 

Fair vegetation ſmiles around, 

By kindly rains and ſunſhine ſed; 

The fertile vales, with beauty crown'd, 
Nurſe, with indulgent care, the future bread; 

1 n 

Ye 4Fidem, deſponding hearts, 

Who forward look with anxious pain, 
See, how the hand of providence imparts 
Its conſtant kindneſs to the foodful grain! 
And fhall the power that bids the teeming earth 
Produce the infant-blade, that bids arife 
To full maturity, the tender birth, | 
Look down on you with leſs regardful eyes? 


VIII. 


Hark! how the birds ſweet - warbling fron the ſpray, 
Enjoy the bounties of the preſent day: 
heir future ſood, the hedge or wood, 
Directed by that gracious hand, provides, 

Which with paternal care all nature guides. 


3 


1 
That gracious hand, to day adore, 
And leave to heaven, to-morrow's care; 


Enjoy the preſent, hope for more; 
The power who hears the birds, will hear y your prayer r. 


| IX. 

Ve trembling ſouls, with fear oppreſt, 

On whoſe enfeebled, fainting thought 

Hang heavy clouds, with ſorrow fraught ; 
See, ſmiling hope appear, (celeſtial gueſt !) 

She ſpeaks, her gentle voice attend! 

« No more to earth, ye mourners bend, 

_ 4 Raiſe your downcaſt, weeping eyes, 
« See what cheerful proſpects riſe! | 
The corn now ripening in the ear, 

« Declares a plenteous harveſt near. 
Long has expeRant toil, with patience ſlay'd! 
At length behold expettaut toil repaid ! 

And ſhall your weary ſpirit faint ? 

« Your nobler expectations die? 

« Let patience ſoſten your complaint! 

« Truſt in his word who rules the earth and ſky ; 
That ſure, that . word declares, 


« That thoſe ſhall reap in Joy, who ſow in tears.“ 


| X. 
Kind hope, the mourner's faithful friend, 
Thy peace-inſpiring lore | 
O let my drooping heart attend, 
And while I truſt adore ! 
Adore 


1 27 4 

Adore, with thankful love, the hand divine, 
That bids through grief's dark ſhade, thy comforts 

ſhine! 

That bids, amid this vale of tears, 1 

Flowers of celeſtial fragrance riſe, — 
That guides, defends, ſuſtains, and cheers, 

And points to fairer ſcenes beyond the ſkies ! 


| XI. 
Lord of my life! to thee Io. - ↄ¼ 
A thouſand gifts enjoy d below, 
Of providence and grace: 
While nature in her various forms, 
| My hear: enlivens, raiſes, warms ; 
Thy hand, O bid my heart with rapture trace! 
From thy kind hand, my ever-gracious Lord, 
VDnnumber'd bleſſings daily, hourly flow; 
To crown them all, does not thy ſacred word 
Bid hope celeſtial in my boſom glow ? 
What more have I to wiſh ? that hope divine, 
And faith (kind ſeraph !) may be ever nigh! 
Beneath their influence may my heart refine, 
Till the fair dawn of heavenly day 
' Diffuſe its ſoul-attrating ray, 


Diſperſe the ſhades, and fix my longing eye, 
On ſcenes of perfect bliſs beyoud the K. 


Tu 
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HY is the heaven-deſcended mind * 
(For nobler purpoſes deſign'd) 
So cloſe attach'd to frail unthinking clay? 
Fain would ſhe taſte the j joys of light 
And meditaie her upward flight; 
But her weak partner cannot bear the day. 


Tf now and then a ray divine 
With ſweet attractive luſtre ſhine, 
And upward tempt her half expanded wings: 
The pains or appetites of ſenſe 
Retard her flight with fair pretence, 
And chain her joyleſs down to trifling things: 


How b!eſt the unbodied minds above, 
Who ſtill defire, delight, and love, 

And nought impedes the work, or clouds the j Joy | 5 
No liſtleſs inattention there, | 
Nor tempting toy, nor gloomy care; 

Celeſtial pleaſure ſmiles without alloy ! 


O happy 
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O happy period ! bliſsful day! 
(Hope, cheerful hails its diſtant ray, 
Though riſing tears ſtand trembling in her OY 
When this groſs heavy clay refin'd, 
A fit companion for the mind, 
To alk Joyful, endleſs life ſhall riſe! 


| Jeſus, to thee alone I owe 
Each cheering glimpſe of heaven below, 
And thou canſt bid the longing mind aſcend: 
Though dull mortality impede, 
She ſpurns the weight if thou but lead; 
Oa thee alone her ſtrength and hope depend. 


O ſpeak the word! her joyful wings 
Shall leave this ſcene of little things 
For the fair regions of immenſe delight! 
One kind aſſuring word of thine 
Confirms the bright reverſion mine, 
And faith ſhall bid adieu to earth and night. 


\ 
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To - SILVIA, 


W Hs muſing in the ſolitary hour, 
| My Silvia riſes fair to fancy's eye: 
Soft, ſoothing melancholy, penſive power! 
Awakes for her the anxious tender ſigh. 
Ah! how when entering on a world of ſnares, 
Shall innocence preſerve the artleſs maid ? 
Ah! who ſhall guide, through life's bewildering cares, 
Her ſteps in ſafety to ſome hallow'd ſhade ? 


| Paternal love with ever-watchful eye 
Shall guard from cares, if near her cares ſhould preſs; | 
Shall kindly warn of every danger nigh, | 
And point the path of ſafety and of peace. 


Friendlhip, for Silvia, ſhall collect her pavers, 
And o'er the ſcene diffuſe a lucid ray, 
* Around her path ſhall ſtrew the ſweeteſt flowers, 
And bid the muſe attune her ſofteſt lay. 


| Peluſive 
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Deluſive hope! what dangers riſe unſeen! 
What unſuſpetted ſorrows wait around! 


And can a friend or parent ſtep between, 


When the wing'd arrow may ſo quickly wound? 


| Alas ! not friendſhip's tendereſt, kindeſt art 


Can gild affliction's heart- oppreſſing gloom: 
Nor can paternal love repel the dart, 
If death ſtand threatening o'er the gaping tomb. 


O for a friend whoſe life-inſpiring ſmile 


Can brighten dark affliction's darkeſt hours; 
Eaſe every pain, and ſoften every toll, 


7 And ſpreadnew life through nature's fainting powers? 


O for a friend whoſe all-ſuſtaining arm 

Can make the heart ſerenely view the tomb: 
Can death of all his dread array diſarm, 
And place a ſmiling angel in his room! 


And ſee, my Silvia, ſee that friend appears! 


And hark! he calls you to his guardian arms! 
Jeſus, that friend indeed! for ever near, 


When grief approaches, or when death alarms. 


Ml hear his voice ! for heaven attends the ſound 1 | 


To him alone devote your blooming days: 
So ſhall your life with happineſs be crown'd, 


7 S0 (hall you join with angels in his praiſe, 
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TO SILVIA PENSIVE. 


Tx me, Silvia, why the ſigh. 


Heaves your boſom, why the tear 


Steals unbidden from your eye? 
Tell me what you wiſh or fear ? 


Providence profuſely kind, 
Whereſoe'er you turn your eyes, 
Bids you with a grateful mind 
View a thouſand bleſſings riſe. 


Round you affluence ſpreads her ſtores, 


Young health ſparkles in your eye, 


Tendereſt, kindeſt friends are yours, 


Tell me, Silvia, why you ligh ? 


"Tis, perhaps, ſome RE '% voice 
Softly whiſpers to your mind, 

Make not theſe alone your choice 
Heaven has bleſſings more refin'd. 


Thankful 


ST 8 # 
- © Thankful own what you enjoy, 
But a changing world like this, 


« Where a thouſand fears annoy, 
«+ Cannot give you perfect bliſs. 


4 Perſect bliſs reſides above, 
Far above yon azure ſky; 

« Bliſs that merits all your love, 
« Merits every anxious ſigh.” 


What, like this, has earth to give ? 
O my Silvia, in your breaft 

Let the admonition live, 
Nor on earth deſire to reſt. 


When your boſom breathes a dab. 
Or your eye emits a tear, 

Let your wiſhes riſe on high, 
Ardent riſe to bliſs ſincere. 
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WRITTEN IN A PAINFUL III E88. 


NDULGENT hikes ever gracious God, 
'b Low at thy ſeet ſubmiſſive I adore | 
Thy chaſtening band, nor murmpr at the rod: 
Yet thy ſupporting arm, I muſt implore. 0 


Thou holy, wiſe, and kind, O bid my heart 


In patient filence wait thy ſovereign will! 


Sweet conſolation let thy yoice impart, 
And ſay to every anxious thought be ſtill.“ 


Say to my heart. that oſten bath prefer'd 
To thy kind ear, the ſupplicating ſigh; 

“ Be comforted, be ſtrong, thy ſuit is heard ; 
« Behold my all. ſufficient grace is nigh!” 


Oft have wiſh'd to have my heart refin'd 
By cleanſing grace; deſir'd, and long'd to wear 
The bright reſemblance of my Saviour's mind, 


His gentle, humble virtues copied there. 


O may 
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O may the rod the happy end promote 
To humble, cleanſe, renew this heart of mine ! 


And may thy grace aſſiſt me to devote 
Its powers to thee alone for they are thine! 


If the ſhort remnant of my fleeting time 
Be near it's period; teach, O teach my ſoul | 


On faith's fair wing, to reach that bliſsful clime 


Where time's quick-circling wheels no'more ſhall 
roll ! | 


Oppreſs'd with pain my feeble powers decay, 
The ſprings of life wear out, the vital flame 
Seems quivering near its exit. Is the day 

At hand which ſhall diſſolve this mortal frame? 


If this frail tottering manſion ſoon ſhould fall, 
Art thou, my ſoul, prepar'd to take thy flight? 
Prepar'd, at thy almighty Father's call, 

To quit, with jay, the ſcenes of mortal night ? 


Or canſt thou patient ſee death's threatening dart, 

And o'er the expecting grave long-lingering bend, 
To drop thy dying partner, loth to part, | 

While yet thy hopes and wiſhes upward tend? 


What mean theſe queſtions Pall depends on thee 
My Saviour God: ſpeak to my trembling heart: 
| 4 - Say 
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Say thou art mine,“ that word is liſe to me, 
And I can ſmile at death 8 tremendous dart ! 


Whether he threaten long, or ſudden rend 
This mortal frame, and ſet my ſpirit free; 
That moment let thy angel guards attend, 
And bear me ſafe to life, to heaven and thee. 
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Deſiring a chankful Devotion to Gov. 


Y. great preſerver, to thy,gracious hand 
My life, my ſafety, and my all I owe; 
New gratitude thy favours ſtill demand, 
And nil my numerous obligations grow. 


Oft haſt thou liſten'd to my humble prayer, 
Oft, at my cry, unwearied mercy .came : 
O be thy goodneſs, thy indulgent care, 
my conſtant ge, my delightful REIT : 


When warm'd with grateful love to thee my Lord 


My thoughts begin to count thy favours o'er, 
The boundleſs ſum, what numbers can record? 


Ho vain the attempt! aftoniſh'd I adore ! 


Yet 


LE + 
Vet I may love thee, this is thy command, 
Thy kind command, O make me all thy own! 


My powers, my paſſions, Lord, are in thy hand, 
And thou canſt mould them for thy uſe alone. 


This worthleſs heart, to thee I would reſign, 
Poor as it is, thy ſovereign hand can raiſe . 
A monument to thee, enrich, refine, 

And there inſciibe thy mercies and thy praife. 


Thy wonderous praiſe, not all creation's tongues 
In one harmonious concert, can diſplay ; 
Not the celeſtial choir's enraptur'd ſongs, 
Through vaſt eternity's unbounded day. 


And ſhall a reptile of the duſt, aſpire 
To join with angels in their high employ ? 
Lord, at thy feet, I lay my trembling lyre 
In ſilent awe, yet mix'd with humble joy. 


Yet, if thou bid me try the heavenly theme, 
And bleſs me with thy ſmile, my lyre again 

On every ſtring ſhall found thy glorious name, 
Thy ſmile ſhall animate the feeble ſtrain! 


If thou accept, and aid my wilh to praiſe, 

Then ſhall my heart with glad devotion bring 
(But ah, how mean thy gift!) her ſweeteſt lays 
To thee, my gracious God, my glorious King. 


All 
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All I enjoy. med all 1 hope is thine, 
Unworthineſs, alone, belongs to me ; 


Inſpire me, O my God, with love divine, 


And make my life, a hymn of praiſe to thee. 


| The Happineſs of the Children of Gov. 


And will be a Father unto you, and ye ſhall be my 


ſons and daughters ſaith the Zord * 
2 Cor. vi. 18. 


XTENSIVE promiſe ! O what hopes divine, 
What rich delight, the gracious words i im- 
part! 
My father! when my faith can call thee mine, | 
A ray of heaven illuminates my heart. 


Lord, if thy word confirm my 3 birth, 


And bid me ſay © my Father,” then I live; 
Not all the tendereſt, deareſt names on earth, 
Can half the pleaſure, half the tranſport give, 


The 
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The Lord Almighty deigns (amazing thought!) 
To call us children, (once the heirs of woe, ) 


Sweet words of conſolation, richly fraught 
With all the bleſſings mercy can beſtow. | 


| His eye, attentive marks his childrens way, 

He guides them ſafe though dangers lurk unſeen : 

Though ſorrow's gloomy clouds o'erſhade the day, 
Secure, on his Almighty arm they lean. . 


His ear, indulgent to their feeble prayer, 

Receives each riſing wiſh, each plaintive ſigh ; 

His kind, compaſſionate, paternal care 

Knows all their wants. and will thoſe wants ſupply. 


When foes unser d riſe, and fear alarms, 
His conſtant love immediate ſuccour lends, 
Encircled in their father's guardian arms, 

Foes riſe in vain, omnipotence deſends. 


All needſul, preſent good, his hand provides, 
But what their future portion? Angels tell, 

(For mortal language ſails,) where he reſides, - | 
What blooming joys, what boundleſs raptures dwell. 


But not the natives of that glorious place, 
Not all the bliſs reſounding ſongs above, 
Can e'er diſplay the riches of his grace; 
Or count the endleſs wonders of his love. 


O could 
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O could thoſe diſtant ſeats of joy impart. 

A moment of their bliſs! how would it raiſe, 
How would it animate this languid heart, 
In theſe dark regions, to begin his praiſe ! 


Yet from his word, a bright enlivening ray 
Shines on my heart, while all my powers adore ; 
| Jeſus, whoſe wonderous love mark'd out the way, 
Jeſus, the heavenly friend, is gone before. 


Fair manſions in his father's bleſt abode 

That heavenly friend'prepares, and joys unknown 
By him preſented to their Father God, 

His children bow before the eternal throne. 


In his prevailing, his accepted name, 
Father, my ſoul adores beneath thy feet ; 
Let his full merits plead my humble claim, 
And raiſe my hope to joy divinely ſweet, 


A reflection 
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A reflection on hearing the BELL at the 
interment of a neighbour. 


3 found eber long ſhall mark the ſolemn 
| ; hour | 
When this weak frame, inanimate and cold, 
By fellow mortals borne, ſhall be confi ign'd . 
To its dark manſion in the ſilent grave. 
Perhaps, the ſigh of tender grief ſhall heave, 
The tear of friMdlhip flow: in fable clad, 
Perhaps ſurviving relatives will move 
In flow proceſſion to the houſe of death; 
While ſad reflection ſpeaks .- Behold your home!” 
But what avails or friendſhip's tendereſt tear, 
Or ſorrow's deepeſt groan, or ſable robes, 
Or all the ſad ſolemnity of woe | 
Which grief, or cuſtom waſte on ſenſeleſs clay ? 
Where will my ſpirit be P O ye kind few! _ 
Whoſe faithful hearts ſhall mourn the friend you 
 lov'd, 
Whoſe thoughts, while nature prompts the tender 
ſigh, 8 
1 
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Shall riſe, perhaps, beyond the gloomy ſcene, 
By cheerful hope invited, and purſue _ 
That part which cannot die-aſſiſt me now 
Now while your love may profit, teach my heart 
All that your brighter hope or ſtronger faith 
Hath ſeen or taſted of the joys to come 
The inevitable hour demands it all. 
Lead me! O lead me to that ſovereign balm _ 
For death's keen pang, that only antidote 
Againſt the mortal poiſon, blood divine! 
Lead me—ah no—that dear, almighty friend, 
" Whole bleeding veins pour'd health and life and bliſs 
For wretches guilty, periſhing, undone, 
Alone can lead, ſupport, and cheer my ſoul ! 
Jeſus, my Lord, on thee my all depends, 
My everlaſting all! O let me feel, 
In that dread hour when earthly comforts fail, 
Thy love, ſweet cordial to my fainting heart ! 
Infuſing ſtrength divine; its vital force 
Shall bid me riſe ſuperior in the conflict 
With nature's foe, and tune my quivering lips 
To holy rapture! let thy glorious name, 
My Lord, my Saviour, dwell upon my tongue ! 
While guardian angels join the bliſsful theme, 
Till my glad ſpirit quits her houſe of clay, 
And riſes, with the meſſengers of heaven, 
20 join the bleſt aſſembly which thy love 
p Hath 
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Hath ranſom'd, cleans'd, and rais'd beyond the reach 
Of fin and death, in tranſports all unknown | 
To frail mortality ! to join the ſong 
For ever new, to thy almighty love. 


== F< =>=<d$=S>RF="$ | 
Deſiring the gracious preſence of Gop. ; 


LAS! my heart where is thy abſent God, 
Ariſe and ſearch, nor languiſh hopeleſs here, 
See o'er creation's frame diffus'd abroad, 

His power, his wiſdom and his love appear ! 


But chiefly of his ſacred word enquire, 
There faith and hope diviner glories trace, 
Seek with the ardor of ſincere defire, 
For nature's father is the God of grace. 


His ſacred word invites me to his feet, 
Reveals forgiveneſs rich and full and free, 
The voice of mercy, how divinely ſweet! 
O be the heavenly accents ſpoke to me ! 


God 
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God of my life, my radiant face reveal! 


For thou art near though clouds obſtrut my ſight 
Thy voice divine can every cloud diſpel, 


O ſpeak and give me comfort, give me light! 


Thy word permits, commands to ſeek thy face, 
Nor ſhall the humble mourner ſeek in vain: 


Thou wilt reward the ſearch, thy word of grace 
Inviolate for ever muſt remain, 


Thy word of grace—rich cas of degli! ! 


(O let my ſoul recall her comforts paſt) | 
Not morn's fair dawn is dearer to the ſight | 
Nor honey ſweeter to the longing taſte. 


And ſhall thoſe heavenly ſweets no more be mine? 


Return ye, bliſsful moments to my heart ! 
Diſpel the cloud, O God of mercy, ſhine, 


And life and peace and happineſs im part! 


[ — 3 
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The preſence of Gop, the only comfort 
in afliion. : 


N vain, while dark affliction ſpreads | 
„ melancholy gloom, 

Kind providence its bleſſings ſheds 
And nature's beauties bloom. 


For all that charms the taſte or ſight 
My heart no wiſh reſpires ; 

O for a beam of heavenly light 
When earthly hope expires 


Thou only center of my reſt, 
Look down with pitying eye, 
While with protracted pain oppreſt 
I breathe the plaintive ſigh 


Thy gracious preſence, O my God, 
My every wiſh contains, 
With this, beneath affliction's lad 
My heart no more complains. 0 
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This can my every care controul, 
Gild each dark ſcene with light; 


This is the ſunſhine of the ſoul, 
Without it all is night. 


My Lord, my life, O cheer my heart 
With thy reviving ray, 


And bid theſe mournful ſhades depart. 


And bring the dawn of day! 


O happy ſcenes of pure delight 
Where thy full beams impart 

Unclouded beauty to the fight, 
And rapture to the heart. 


Her part in thoſe fair realms of bliſs 


My ſpirit longs to know: 
My wiſhes terminate in this, 
Nor can they reſt below. 


Lord, ſhall the breathings of my heart 
Aſpire in vain to thee? 

Confirm my hope, that where thou art 
I ſhall for ever be. 


Then ſhall my cheerſul ſpirit ſing 
The darkſome hours away, 


And: e on Faith's expanded wing 


To everlaſting . 


b & 1 
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FaiTH and Hor in divine goodneſs, 
encouraged by paſt experience. 


Pſalin xxlii: 6. 


ORD while my thoughts with wonder trace 
Thy | favours paſt through all my days; 
My thankful heart adores thy grace, 
T truſt that goodneſs which I praiſe. 


Still from the ſame eternal ſpring 
Thy various, conſtant bounties flow ; 
Beneath the ſhelter of thy wing 

I view ſerene the ſhades of woe, 


Ev'n death's tremendous vale appears 
No more in gloomy terrors dreſt; 
Thy ſmile, my God, forbids my fears 
While on thy gracious hand I reſt. 


Through the dark ſcenes of mortal care, 
To humble faith's enraptur'd eye 

The diſtant proſpect opens fair, 

Of radiant manſions in the ſky, 


F 2 | Yes, 
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Yes, Lord, in thy divine abode 
My foul deſires, and hopes a place, 
To dwell for ever near my God, 
And view unveil'd thy lovely face, 


Wich all my powers renew'd, refin'd, 

To join the bliſsful choir above; 
In ſtrains immortal, unconfin'd 

To celebrate my Saviour's love. 


HOFLO%LOSOSOSOSOSOS 


A Thought of Lirz and Darn. 


HE cares of mortal life, how vain! 
How empty every joy! Ez 
While grief, and wearineſs, and pain 
The fainting mind employ. 
But O, that nobler life on high, 
To which my hopes aſpire! . 


Does it not prompt the frequent ſigh, 
And wake the warm deſire ? 


When 
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When now and then a heavenly ray 
Attracts my upward view, 
Almoſt I hail the approach of day, 
And bid the world adieu. 


Thoſe happy realms of joy and peace 
Fain would my heart explore, 
Where grief and pain for ever ceaſe, 

And I ſhall fin no more. | 


No darkneſs there ſhall cloud the eyes, 
No languor ſeize the frame; 
But ever active vigor riſe 
To feed the vital flame. 


But ah !—a dreary vale between 
| Extends its awful gloom ; 
Fear ſpreads, to hide the diſtant ſcene, 
The horrors of the tomb. | 


The thoughts of death's envenom'd dart, 
Ihe parting pangs J fear, | 
Alarm this timorous, fainting heart, 
And ſtill it lingers here. 


0 for the eye of faith divine, 
To pierce beyond the grave! 


To ee that friend, and call him mine, 
Whole arm is ſtrong to ſave! _ 
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That friend who left his throne above, 
Who met the tyrant's dart, 

And (O, amazing power of love !) 
Receiv'd it in his heart. 


Here fix my ſoul, for life 1s here, 
| Light breaks amid the gloom; p 
Truſt in the Saviour's love, nor fear 
The horrors of the tomb. 


Jeſus, 1n thee alone I truſt, 
O tell me I am thine! 

I yield this mortal frame to duſt, 
Eternal life 1s mine, 


„5 


Deſiring a firmer affiance in Go» 
| under TT | 


Wr. is my heart with grief oppreſt z 


Can all the pains I feel or fear, 
Make thee, my ſoul, forget thy reſt, 
Forget that God, thy God is near ? | 


Haſt 
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Haſt thou not often call'd the Lord 
Thy refuge, thy almighty friend ? 
And canſt thou fear to truſt that word 
On which thy hopes of heaven depend ? 


Mortality's unnumber'd ills 
Are all beneath his ſovereign hand ; 
Each pain which this frail body feels 


Attends, obedient, his command. 


Lord, form my temper to thy will! 
If thou my faith and patience prove, 
May every painful ſtroke fulfill 


Thy purpoſes of faithful love. 


O may this weak, this fainting mind, 
 Afﬀather's hand adoring ſee; | | 
Confeſs thee juſt, and wiſe, and kind, 
And truſt thy word and cleave to thee. 


F 4 Truſting 
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Tos: in his mercy with humble 
| ſubmiſſion and _ 


NDULGENT ill to my requeſt, 
How free thy tender mercies are 

With full conſent my thoughts atteſt, 

My gracious God, thy faithful care. 


The hand that holds the rod I ſee ; 
That gentle hand I muſt adore; 
That goodneſs, how divinely free, 

Which my expectant hopes implore! 


Thy hand ſuſtains me left I faint, 
Or at the needſul ſtroke repine ; 
Thy ear attends to my complaint ; f 


The tendereſt pity, Lord, is thine. 
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And can my heart deſire in vain, 

When he who chaſtens bids me ſue, 

That every ſorrow, every pain 
Be bleſt to teach, reclaim, renew ? 
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O yet ſupport thy feeble child, 
Till thy correcting hand remove! 
Be all thy purpoſes fulfill'd, 
And bid me ſing thy ſparing love. 


 Intreating the preſence of Gos in 
on. | 


OW at thy * feet I bend, 

My God, my everlaſting friend, 
Permit the claim, O let thy ear 
My humble ſuit indulgent hear! 


No earthly good my wiſh inſpires; 
Great is the boon my ſoul deſires, 
But thou haſt bid me ſeek thy face, 

Haſt bid me aſk thy promis'd grace. 


0 may thy favour (bliſs divine!) 
With fuller, clearer radiance ſhine | 
Brighten my hopes, diſpel my fears, 
Till not a cloud of grief appears! 


But 


L 741 
But O my heart, reflect with ſhame, 
Canſt thou prefer ſo bold a claim? 


Conſcious how oſten thou haſt ſtray d, 
By empty vanities betray'd. 


How oft, ungrateſul to thy God, 

Have trifles call'd thy thoughts abroad 
Till heavenly pity ſaw thee roam, : 

And bade affliction bring thee home. 


And when the ſnares of earth were broke 
By kind affliction's needful ſtroke, 

Haſt thou not own'd, with humble praiſe, 
That juſt and right are all his ways? 


Yes, gracious God, before thy throne 
My vileneſs, and thy love I own; 

2 O let that love with beams divine, 

| Forgiving, healing, round me ſhine! | 


Whene'er, ungrateful to my God, 
This heedleſs heart requires the rod, 
Thy arm, ſupporting, I implore, 
The hand that chaſtens can reſtore. 


O may the kind correction prove 
A fruit of thy paternal love ! | 
MWean me from earth, from fin refine, 
And make my heart entirely thine ! 


I» 


Then 
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Then ſhall my thankful powers rejoice, 
And wake to praiſe this feeble voice: 
While mercy, power, and truth employ 
My love, my wonder, and my joy. 


EO OOO O O 


Acknowledging his goodneſs in ſup- 
porting and reſtoring. 


OW to thy heavenly Father's praiſe, 
Mju heart thy tribute bring: 
That goodneſs which prolongs my days 
With grateſul pleaſure ſing. _ 


Ye humble ſouls, who love the Lord, 
Come join the pleaſing theme; 
His mercy, power, and truth record 
And bleſs his glorious name, 


Whene'er he ſends affliing pains, 
His mercy holds the rod; 
His powerful word the heart ſuſtains, 


And ſpeaks a faithful God. 


A faithful 


1.76 ] 


A faithſul God is ever nigh 

When humble grief implores; 
His ear attends each plaintive ſigh, 
le pities and reſtores. 


No more let diffidence prevail 
Our comforts to deſtroy : 

His tender mercies never fail, 
Be theſe our ſweet employ. 


Ah! how unequal to the theme 
Our feeble efforts prove! 

Ye heavens reſound his glorious name, 
While we adore and love. 


Yet fain my grateful ſou] would bring 
Her tribute to thy throne; 
Accept the wiſh, my God, my King, 
To make thy goodneſs known! 


O be the life thy hand reſtores 
Devoted to thy praiſe ! 

To thee, be facred all my powers, 
To thee, my future days! 


Thy ſoul- enlireningę grace impart, 
| A warmer love inſpire; 
And teach the breathings of my heart 
Dependance and defire, 


- | Deſiring 


1 


Deſiring to praiſe Gop for the « expe- 
rience of his goodneſs. 


PSALM xxxvi. 7. 


7 loving kindneſs of the Lock 
(Delightful theme!) demands my lays: 
Thou, worthy to be lov'd, ador'd, 
O teach my heart to ſing thy praiſe! 


In vain my heart with pleaſure tries, 
My God, to count thy mercies o'er; 
So numerous and ſo bright they il 
I gaze, I wonder, I adore! 


Yet, all the powers I have are thine, 
For thee, thoſe powers I would en 
And dedicate to love divine, 


With humble gratitude and joy. 


The ſweet experience of thy grace 
Which animates my voice to ſing; 
Incites my ſoul to ſeek thy face, 
And truſt the ſhelter of thy wing. 


Thy 


E 
Thy guardian wing alone can bleſs: 
I find repoſe and ſaſety there; 


The kindeſt refuge of diſtreſs 
A ſure relief in every care. 
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O let the wretched ſons of woe 

To thee apply, on thee depend: 

And bid the drooping mourners know 
In thee a never-lailing friend. 
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Could e'er one ſoul in deep diſtreſs 
That fled to thee for refuge ſay, 

« Indulgent mercy would not bleſs, 
„And juſtice fſrown'd my hopes away?“ 
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Ah no, a thouſand, thouſand tongues 

Thy love and truth, adoring own, 
And offer their united ſongs | 

With grateful joy before thy throne. 


Not e'en thoſe happy minds can trace, 
With all their powers renew'd, refin'd, 
The boundleſs glories of thy grace, 

O thou omnipotently kind! 


1279 1 
Ah how ſhall theſe poor languid powers 
With frail mortality oppreſt, - 
Diſplay the grace my ſoul adores}? 
How ſpeak the tranſports of the bleſt? 


Dear Lord, accept my heart's deſire, 
Till death {hail cloſe theſe mortal days ! 
Then bid me join the heavenly choir, 
And ſing thy everialling praiſe! | 


SON NO ODD OOO 
Pex ITENCE and Hop k. 


EAR Saviour, when my thoughts recall 
; The wonders of thy grace ; 
Low at thy feet aſham'd I fall, 

And hide this wretched face. 


Shall love like thine be thus repaid ? - 
Ah vile, ungrateful heart ! 

By earth's low cares detain'd, betray'd, 
From Jeſus to depart, 


From 


[ 80 1 
From Jeſus, who alone can give 
True pleaſure, peace, and reſt: 


When abſent from my Lord, I live 
5 Unſatisty d. unbleſt. 


But he, for his own mercy's ſake, 
My wandering ſoul reſtores : 

He bids the mourning heart partake 
The pardon it implores. 


„ I breathe to thee, my Lord, 


The penitential ſigh, 
Confirm the kind, forgiving word 
With pity in thine eye! 


Then ſhall the mourner at thy ſeet, 


Rejoice to ſeek thy face; 
And grateful own how kind ! how ſweet! 


00 condeſcending grace. 


DEVvoTIN 


Cn] 
RISES + 


DEvorixe THE HEART TO JESUS. 


ESUS, what ſhall I do to ſhow 
How much I love thy glorious name ? 
Let my whole heart with rapture glow 
Thy boundleſs goodneſs to proclaim. 


Yes, deareſt Lord, my heart is thine, 
Sacred to thee be all its powers! 
O bid me give to love divine 

The little remnant of my hours! 


| Thou narrow heart, ye fleeting hours, 
How mean the tribute you can raiſe! 
The grace my thankful foul adores, 

Claims an eternity of praiſe! | 


Lack if a diſtant glimpſe of thee = 
Can give ſuch ſweet, ſuch rich delight; 
What muſt their joy, their tranſport be 
Who dwell for ever in thy ſight? 


Oo I” To 


| 
| 


L 
To chat bright world my heart aſpires, 
Where all the glories of thy face 
Unveil'd, ſhall fill the ſoul's deſires, 
And tune the ſong to boundleſs grace! 


O teach my heart, my life, my voice 
To celebrate thy wonderous love! 
Fulfil my hopes, compleat my joys, 

And bid me join the ſongs above. 


eee 


The love of Cuzisr exciting thankful 
| devotion. 


DEARER to my thankful heart 
Than all the circling ſun ſurveys ! 

Thy preſence only can impart 

Light, peace, and gladneſs to my days. 


Beneath thy ſoul-reviving ray, 
Ev'n cold affliction's wintery gloom 

Shall brighten into vernal day, 

And hopes and j Joys immortal bloom. 


Vain 
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Vain world, be gone with all thy toys; 
I have no room for trifles here: 
My heart aſpires to nobler joys ; 
Thy faireſt glories diſappear. 


Bright realms of bliſs, where Jeſus reigns, 
My with, my care, my hope invite: 
Where raptur'd ſeraphs tune their ſtrains 
To themes of infinite delight. 


See, Lord, thy willing ſubje& bows 

Adoring low before thy throne : 

To thee, I gladly pay my vows; 
Thou art my ſovereign, thou alone. 


Smile on my ſoul, and bid me ſing, 
In concert with the choir above, 
The glories of my Saviour King, 
The condeſcenſions of his love. 


Amazing love! that ſtoop'd ſo low, 1 
To view with pity's melting eye 
A wretch deſerving endleſs woe! 
Amazing love l- did Jeſus die !— 
He died, to raiſe to life and joy 
The vile, the guilty, the undone, 


O let his praiſe my hours employ, 
Till hours no more their circles run! 


G 2 | He 
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He died !—ye ſeraphs tune your ſongs, 
Reſound, reſound the Saviour's name : - 
For nought below immortal tongues 
Can ever reach the wonderous theme. 


2% 
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ON RECOVERY FROM SICKNESS. 


ORD of my life to thee my powers belong, 
Thy mercies are my chief my darling theme; 
To thee be firſt inſcrib'd the votive ſong 
With warmeſt gratitude, with love ſupreme; 
On thee my life and all its powers depend, 
My gracious guardian, my unchanging friend. 


O be that life, which thy indulgent hand 
Suſtain'd when ſinking to the ſhades of death, 
Devoted to thy praiſe, whoſe kind command 
Reſtores my waſting ſtrength and ſhortening breath. 
Be my remaining hours entirely thine, 


My ſtrength and breath employ'd in work divine. 


. 


#1 
Yet next to heaven to friendſhip's honour'd name 
The lay which grateful love inſpires is due; 
With lenient hand ſhe nurs'd the vital flame, 
When faintly glimmering it almoſt withdrew : 
Heaven ſmil'd indulgent on her tender care, 
Bleſt were her efforts, anſwer'd was her prayer, 


 Thelaywhich friendſhip claims heaven will approve, 

Since firſt to heaven the grateful ſtrains aſpire ; 
Sacred to filial and fraternal love, * 

Be the next labours of the tuneful lyre. 

O may the love that animates my lay 

Procure acceptance for the thanks I pay. 


But never can theſe languid notes expreſs 
My heart's warm wiſhes ardent as they riſe ; 
Yet he, who knows their meaning, he can bleſs ; 
Unmeaſur'd bounty every good ſupplies. 
© be the friends who claim my grateful love, 
A bleſling here, compleatly bleſt above. 


63 Occafioned 


He died !—ye ſeraphs tune your ſongs, 
Reſound, reſound the Saviour's name : 
For nought below immortal tongues 

Can ever reach the wonderous theme. 


* 


ON RECOVERY FROM SICKNESSs 


ORD of my life to thee my powers belong, 
Thy mercies are my chief my darling theme; 
To thee be firſt inſcrib'd the votive ſong 
With warmeſt gratitude, with love * 
On thee my life and all its powers depend, 
My e 1 my * friend. 


O bot that life, which thy indulgent hand 
Suſtain'd when ſinking to the ſhades of death, 

| Devoted to thy praiſe, whoſe kind command 
Reſtores my waſting ſtrength and ſhortening breath. 
Be my remaining hours entirely thine, 

My ſtrength and breath employ'din work divine. 


Yet 
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Yet next to heaven to friendſhip's honour'd name 
The lay which grateful love inſpires is due; 
With lenient hand ſhe nurs'd the vital flame, 
When faintly glimmering it almoſt withdrew : 
Heaven ſmil'd indulgent on her tender care, 
Bleſt were her efforts, anſwer'd was her prayer, 


The laywhich friendſhip claims heaven will approve, 
Since firſt to heaven the grateful ſtrains aſpire ; 
Sacred to filial and fraternal love, 8 
Be the next labours of the tuneful lyre. 

O may the love that animates my lay 

Procure acceptance ſor the thanks 1 pay. 


But never can theſe languid notes expreſs 

My heart's warm wiſhes ardent as they rife ; 

Yet he, who knows their meaning, he can bleſs; 
Unmeaſur'd bounty every good ſupplies. 

O be the friends who claim my grateful love, 

A bleſſing here, compleatly bleſt above. 
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© Occafioned by hearing a friend commend 
= my verſes, FEY 


\OULD all the powers of eloquence divine 


But half the glories of my Lord diſplay, 


How I ſhould wiſh thoſe unknown powers were mine 


To animate and raiſe the votive lay. 


O could I riſe, one happy minute riſe! 


And hear the muſic of the bliſsful choir, 


Would not my heaven-enraptur'd mind deſpiſe 


The ſweeteſt notes that tune this feeble lyre. 


Yet is the ſubject of their ſong the ſame, 


Not angels know a nobler theme than mine; 
Thy grace Emmanuel, bliſs-inſpiring name! 


Awakes the ſtrain to extaly divine. 


That grace, which ſmiles approving on their lays, | 
Bends lower ſtill and kindly deigns to own 

A mortal's wiſhes to attempt thy praiſe, 

When humble love prejents them at thy throne, 


My 


* 


My Lord, my life, does not thy love inſpire 
The warmeſt higheſt wiſh this boſom knows ? 
O let that love employ this feeble lyre ; 
Till with diviner force the paſſion glows! 


Till (every mortal weakneſs left in duſt) 
Immortal life commences, then my tongue 
To thee, dear object of my hope and truſt, 


With heaven's full choir ſhall tune a nobler ſong. 


> STLVEAL 


Y lovely Silvia, while in blooming youth 
Your mental powers are ative, {prightlys 
ga), 
Attend the voice of friendſhip and of truth, 
That courts your notice in the moral lay. 


| Thoſe active powers the Lord of nature gave 
To reaſon's rule by choice alone confin'd, 
For reaſon's empire never knew a ſlave, 
Her ſway is gentle and her laws are kind. 
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Her ſubjects take their orders from her eye, 
While ſhe to each their various taſk aſſigns; 
And now o'er nature's ample field they fly, 
A field far richer than Peruvian mines. 


Here with unweary'd diligence they rove, 
Collecting treaſures to enrich the mind: 
And many a flower and plant in dale or grove, 


Ol virtues rare and fadeleſs bloom they find, 


And now with treaſures fraught returning home, 

Before their queen diſplay the ſhining ſpoil, 

Arrang'd in beauteous order round the dome, 
Her approbation crowns the pleaſing toil. 


When chill'd by time's cold hand, thoſe ſprighily 
l powers 1 

Inclin'd to reſt, inactive, ceaſe to roam, 

Thoſe mental ſtores ſhall cheer the wintery hours, 

And flowers unfading breathe their ſweets at home, 


Extracting food amid the vernal bloom, 

So flies the induſtrious bee around the vale, 

With pative {kill ſhe forms the waxen comb, 
To keep for wintery days the rich regale. 


Wiſhing | 


1 
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Wiſhing for real PTEASU RR. 

TL J OW long, forgetful of thy heavenly birth, 

| Wilt thou my ſoul fo fondly cleave to earth? 

How long low-hovering o'er theſe ſeats of pain, 

Wilt thou expect felicity in vain ? | 

The joys of time could never be deſign'd 

A portion worthy of the immortal mind. 

What is it thus detains theſe wretched eyes, 
Detains my heart whene'er it ſeeks to riſe, 

And holds back half my wiſhes from the ſkies? 


When ſoothing fancy paints, with mimic art, 
Her pictur'd joys to catch my cheated heart, 
So fair, ſo bright the varied colours glow, 
Almoſt they can diſguiſe the blended woe. 
But ſoon the momentary forms decay, 
Steal from my gaze, and vaniſh quite away. 
Convinc'd the flattering ſcenes are empty air, 
Beneath my thought unworthy of my care, c 
Can] pronounce the gay deluſions fair? 


Earth's 


„„ 

Earth's faireſt pleaſures which allure my ſight, 

Are but the fleeting ſhadows of delight ! 

Shall airy phantoms thus my powers employ, 
Powers that were form'd to graſp ſubſtantial joy ? 
Shall vanity enſlave this freeborn mind, 

And chains of ſenſe my nobler paſſions bind? 
Alas in vain I ſtrive, in vain Il ſigh, . 
In vain my fetter'd thoughts attempt to fly 
And weakly fluttering mean the diſtant {ky ! 9 


O thou whoſe eye ſurveys my inmoſt heart, 
Thy grace, thy all-prevailing grace impart, 
Diſſolve theſe chains which keep my ſoul from thee, 
And bid this wretched ſtruggling heart be free. 

O come thou bright, thou everlaſting fair, 
Thou only worthy object of my care! 

Thy dazling beauties to my view diſplay, 
And earth ſhall vaniſh at the bliſsful ray, { 
Like night's dark ſhades before the riſing day. 


Immortal charms ſhall all my powers controul, 
And fix each wandering paſſion of my ſoul, 
Thy love the ſacred ſource of endleſs joy 
Shall all my heart and all my thoughts employ. 


Earth would be heaven in ſuch a ſtate as this, 
And time a ſoretaſte oſ eternal bliſs. 


But 


„ 
But ah ! how ſoon the charming * flies! q 


Stay bleſt ideas, teach my ſoul to riſe, 
Nor let me wilni in vain for heaven below the ſkies! 


SOON Or OOO Or 


To AMIRA. 
RIEND SHIP ͤdiſdains the ſtudied forms of 
ſpeech, | 
She ſpeaks a language forms can never teach. 
Let friendſhip to Amira's thought impart 
The grateful joy that warms a ſiſter's heart. 
O may the grateful joy aſpire in praiſe, | 
And love divine the ſacred ardour raiſe; 
To him whoſe ear our humble prayer attends, 
Whoſe mercy ſpares Amira to her friends! 
To them the boon indulgent mercy gives; 
Not for herſelf alone Amira lives. 


Long be your life preſerv'd, long may you ſhare 
Your partner's comforts, and partake his care! 
By heaven inſtructed, may you know to raiſe 
Your infant offspring to their maker's praiſe! 

Jo you is the maternal taſk aſſign'd, 
| | To form - 
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To form with gentle hand the tender mind: 
To plant the ſeeds of moral goodneſs there, 
To watch, to cheriſh with aſſiduous care 
The growth of every virtue, (pleaſing toil!) 


On the kind taſk may heaven approving ſmile! 


That ſmile alone can animate, can bleſs, 
And crown your labour with deſir'd ſucceſs. 


To me hath providence aflign'd a part 
Which claim the tendereſt paſſions of the heart, 
No leſs than yours: to ſooth a parent's care 
In life's decline, his every grief to ſhare, 

By every att of cheerful duty prove 

Sincereſt gratitude and filial love. 

O long, (propitious to my ardent prayer, 

To me, to you may heaven indulgent ſpare 

His valued life! and when we muſt, muſt part, 

Suſtain the ſad ſurvivor's fainting heart! | 
Before the mental eye may he diſplay 

A bliſsful proſpect of the realms of day, | 

Whoſe preſence cheers affliction's deepeſt gloom, 

And ſheds a ray of glory on the tomb! 

While faith beholds her dying, riſing Lord, 

And cheerſul hope reclines upon his word. 

O be that word confirm'd to you, to me, | 
* Where Jeſus is, there ſhall his ſervants be!“ 
Then ſhall our thoughts that happy world explore, 
Where we ſhall meet our ir:endsto part no more. 
| Think 


| Tm] 
Think not theſe lines (my dear Amira) fraught 
With the dark boadings of dejefted thought : 
Since nought but proſpetts future and divine, 
Life's toils can cheer, its pleaſures can refine. 
Yet heaven, on us, ſhines with indulgent ray. 
And with peculiar bleſſings marks our way. 
Why are our ſteps by ſovereign goodneſs led, 
Far from the thorny wilds where many tread ? 
Nor with dark care, nor pining want oppreſt, 
Why with a thouſand comforts are we bleft ? 
Our lives protected from a thouſand woes? 
O why the various gifts which heaven beſtowe ? 
Its various giſts ſhould ſtimulate, ſhould raiſe 
To active duty, to obedient praiſe: 
True we are weak, but do we not depend 
On the kind arm of an almighty friend? . 
That arm invigorates, diretts, ſuſtains, 
And gives ſweet hope to ſoften all our pains: 
Sweet hope, that whiſpers to the humble mind, 
„Look up, the ever wiſe, the ever kind 
« Is near you ſtill, attentive to your prayer, 
* Proportions every trial, every care 
** To ſuit the ſtrength he gives, he will impart 
*+ Celeſtial comforts, to ſuſtain your heart. 
* Behold! diſplay'd to faith's expecting eye, 
A crown reſerv'd for you beyond the ſky: 
© Treaſures of bliſs which never can decay 
And realms reſplendent with eternal day.“ 


If 
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If faith and hope, fix'd on the word divine, 
Pronounce the bright reverſion yours, and mine; 


O my Amira this is bliſs below, 
The higheſt bliſs which mortals here can know. 


A EY 


A RxrLECTION on the cloſe of the EAR, 
Occaſioned by hearing the bells at 1 0 


T ibi 1 if mirth? who can rejoice 
That time, important time ſo ſwiltly flies; 

And ſcorn reflection's monitory voice, | 
The friendly power that wooes us to be wiſe ? 
For ever ye departed months, adieu! 

What heart that knows your value can be gay ? 
What heart that aſks reſlection's conſcious view, 
How many hours fled unimprov'd away ? 


J 
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Yet oft her warning voice, e'er yet they paſt, 
Cry'd, * ſeize the precious minutes make them thine: _ 
Ah how wilt thou account for ſo much waſte 

Of treaſure lent for purpoſes divine? 


4 
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O let 


1 3 
O let my heart her needful dictates bear, 
To her the ſolemn midnight hour I give, 
And aſk, while muſing on the finiſh'd year, 
How I have ſpent the time, and why I live? 


| How have ſpent the time? reflection ſay ? 
She anſwers © waited many a precious hour, 
In careleſs indolence loſt many a day, | 
When heaven demanded every active power. 


Why do I live? © Paſt errors to deplore, 
« Low at the feet of ſovereign grace to bow, 
For ſtrength divine intreat (while I adore,) 
To dedicate to heaven the fleeting now. 


Jeſus, to thee, to thy atoning blood, 

To thy unſully'd righteouſneſs I fly: _ 

O thou, my judge, my ſaviour, and my God, 
Inſtrutt me how to live and how to die. 


Deſiring 


1 
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Deſiring a cheerful RESIO NATION to the 
Divine WII. | 


HY breathes wy anxious heart the fre- 
£ quent bb? | 
Why from my weak eye drops the ready tear? 
Is it to mark how preſent bleſſings fly? 
Is it that griefs to come awake my fear ? 


O may I ſtill with thankful heart enjoy + 
The various giſts indulgent heaven beſtows ! 
Nor let ungrateſul diffidence deſtroy 

The preſent good with fears of future woes. 


Nor let me curious aſk if dark or fair 
My ſuture hours, but in the hand divine 
Wich full affiance leave my every care, 
Be hope, and humble reſignation mine. 


Celeſtial gueſts! your ſmile can cheer the heart 
When melancholy ſpreads her deepenirg gloom : 
O come, your animating power impart, 

And bid ſweet flowers amid the deſart bloom. 


e 
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'Yes, Loos amd there, amid the dreary wild, 
A ſpot of verdure cheers the languid eye: 


And now and then, a ſun-beam warm and mild; 
| Shak its kind influence from a clement ſky. 


My God, my guide, be thou for ever near, 
Support my ſteps, point out my devious way, 
Preſerve my heart from every anxious fear, 
Gild each dark ſcene with thy nn 2 . | 


Be 3 $ quick a ſcenes or al or far; 
On thy kind arm, O bid my foul recline: © 

Be heaven-born hope (kind antidote of care) 
And humble cheerful reſignation mine. 


\ . 


FOSOSSSOSSSOSAHDE 


To SILVIA. 


OME friendſhip, with thy fweatly-plealing 
power, 

Teach me to calm my dear- ov d Silvia s breaſt : 
Shed thy kind influence o'er the gloomy hour, 
And ſooth her eyery anx1ous care to reſt, 


| 
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Tell her that providence, immenſely kind,. 
Through all events its guardian care extends; 
Nor can a real grief oppreſs her mind 
But ev'n that grief e wiſdom ſends. 


Oft, when i imaginary woes oppreſs, 


A dark cloud riſes, and we ſhrink with fear ; 
Perhaps that very cloud is meant to bleſs, 


And ſhed rich comforts on the coming year. 


The ways of providence, how kind! how wiſe! 


From ſeeming ills what real good is born! 
Nor can the heart its bleſſings learn to prize 


That, gay and thoughtleſs, never knew to mourny 


O may my Silvia raiſe her wiſhes high! 
With warm devotion may her boſom glow! 
Pant for unmingled bliſs beyond the ſky 
And thankful own the gifts enjoy'd below-! ! 


TO EMIIIA. 


F native ſenſe, and unaffected eaſe, 
Goodnature and benevolence can pleaſe; 
Emilia claims, without the help of art, 
Her ſhare of friendſhip in the ſocial heart. 
But real friendſhip ſhould not, muſt not bear 
A fault uncenſur'd in a mind fo fair: 
Let cenſure in her gentleſt form perſuade, 
Nor frown indignant on the lovely maid: 
And let Emilia unoffended hear, | 
While friendfhip foftly thus accoſts her ear. 
My dear Emilia, would you always know 
| The peaceful joys which virtue can beſtow: _ 
| Thoſe joys from grave reflection have their birth, 
Begun by heaven, nor terminate on earth. 
Then be reflection cheriſh'd in your breaſt, 
She gives you counſel needſul to your reſt. 
When gay amuſement ſpreads her net for hearts 
And ſoſtly wooes you with her ſyren arts; 
Has not reflection whiſper'd ?—* Ah beware 


5 my, fly the midnight ball—mirth revels there, 
H a Wich 
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„% With 1 and her idle train; 

A thouſand follies fluttering, light and vain : 

„The unmeaning compliment, the ſtudy'd ſmile, 

* The ſneer of malice, the ſmooth brow of guile, 

Mix in the dance, and ſhould detraction rude, 

« Remorſeleſs, arm d with venom'd darts intrude, 
* (Vile foe to virtue, and to honeſt fame) 

Then bleeds ſome hapleſs virgin's wounded name. 

« Fly; fly the danger, and: with me retreat 

Where innocence, and peace, and ſafety meet.” 
And did the friendly monitor in vain 

Diſſuade Emilia from the dangerous ſcene ? 

Where was her guardian angel? could he bear 

To be confin'd in ſuch polluted air? 

Or did the gentle ſpirit, with a ſigh, 

Reſign his charge and ſeek his native ſky ? 

Vain queſtions! His omniſcient eye was there, 

Who truſted time's rich talent to your care; 

And he requires improvement at your hands, 

A ſtrict acoount his holy law demands. 

O, ſquander not the precious hours away, 

No more in ſuch amuſements cloſe a day, 

As vill not bear reflection's ſober teſt, 

Nor add calm pleaſure to your nightly reſt. 
While your almighty benefactor pours 

His various bleſſings on your circling hours; 


For 
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For all the gifts his bounteous hands impart 
Ie claims the tribute of a thankful heart: 
O be your ſprightly powers your blooming days 
With grateful joy devoted to his praiſe. | 
Think in that awful, that tremendous hour, 
When earth's alluring toys will pleaſe no more, 
When trembling, on life's utmoſt verge you tread, 
With vaſt eternity before you ſpread ; 
Think, what will be your wiſh, your ardent prayer, 
And make it now your firſt, your conſtant care. 
To that almighty Saviour now apply, E's 
On whom alone you ſafely can rely: 
Whoſe ſmile can cheer you in that awful ſcene, 
And make the boundleſs proſpeR all ſerene. 
Let not my dear Emilia call ſevere, . 
The friendly diQates of a heart ſincere ; 
A heart that wiſhes real bliſs for you 
Beyond this narrow world's contrafted view. 
O may yon, taught by grace divine, aſpire | 
(With all the ardour of ſincere defire) 
To that bright world, where pleaſure dwells refin'd, 
To charm, to fix, to ſatisfy the mind; 
Till joyful, you from earth's allurements part, 
And heaven that claims, poſſeſſes all your heart. 
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To StLyta. 


OW faint the joy the blooming ſeaſon yields, 
To ſpirits worn with grief and nerves unfſtrung! 
Yet ſweet the flowers, yet verdant are the fields, 
As when thoſe flowers and fields I raptur'd ſung. 


Around me nature ſpreads hy charms in vain, 
Thoſe charms no more my languid breaſt inſpire: : 
In vain I try to raiſe one cheerful ftrain, 

No ſound of joy awakes the ſilent lyre. 


Come Silvia, come, for you the muſes wait, 
=_ For you the flowers unfold their beauteous dyes; ö 
O come, with lively youth and health replete, 
And bid to heaven the grateful _—_—_— riſe, 


Methinks i in . I revive again, 

And led by fancy's magic power, I ſtray 
O'er the green corn field and the flowery plain, 
And call the birds to Join the artleſs lay. 


Yes 
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Yes, in my Silvia I again enjoy 
Thoſe long-loſt pleaſures oft with fighs Jeplor'd: p 


Come then, dear maid, reſume the ſweet employ, 
And tune the votive ſong to nature's bounteous Lord. 


AO Orr rr 
RETIREMENT. | 


AIL peaceful retirement, thy ſhades how 
Jferene! - 
With thee in all ages the wiſe have ſought pleaſure, 


Meditation and converſe the ſweet varied ſcene 
Alternately meaſure. 


Here freely expatiate the rational powers, 
Thy aid, O divine contemplation, inſpiring; 
While wiſdom and knowledge unlock their bright 


ſtores, 
The bac ill deſiring. 


e . of pleaſure, of grandeur and fame, : 
Leave your eager purſuit of the ſhadows before ye; 
| * peaceful retirement, where more than in name 


Dwell * and glory. 
Hy - 7:2. "Mo 
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Tis here, when content from the ſeats of delight 


Of permanent poalure and joys ever bright, 
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Deſcends, to give mortals a bleſt prelibation 


She fixes her ſtation. 


Sweet gueſt of retirement, O come to my breaſt! 

I can pity the minds which deluded purſuing 

Their prom gay-ſmiling, refuſe to be bleſt 
And chooſe their undoing, 


SDSS == =p =* 
ON THE SUDDEN DEATH OF A LIBERTINEe« 
Addreſſed to his FRIEND. 


Y lawleſs pleaſure led, whoſe ſyren ſong. 
Had ſooth'd to reſt the faithful monitor 
That would, long ſince, have warn'd them to beware, 


Lorenzo and his gay companion ſtray'd: 


Till to a dangerous eminence they roſe, 
Whoſe fatal brow o 'erhangs a dark, deep gulphi, 
Where tempeſt reigns, and night eternal frowns. 
Here guilty riot drove the hours along ; 


Refletion baniſh'd, reaſon's dictates ſcorn d: 


Tho oſt the yoice of Iriendfhip call & return; 
And 


1. 20g: J 

And oft maternal tenderneſs implor'd: | 
In vain was every warning—plung d in vice 

They bade defiance to the cenſuring world, 

And boldly dar'd the vengeance of the ſkies; 

Nor dar'd unpuniſh'd long for now they drew 

Too near the dreadful brink, nor dream'd of ought 
But flowery pleaſures; round them hung a cloud, 
Spread by ſome demon, which confin'd their view, 
And hid the terrors of the gulph below. 

Here as they laughing ſtood, ſwift flew the ſhaft 

Of awſul vengeance -O! Lorenzo ſay ? | 
What were thy thoughts when inſtant from thy ſide, 
The gay companion of thy guilty hours | 
Plung'd headlong in the unfathomable deep? 
And art thou ſpar'd ? and will aſtomiſhment 

And terror let thee aſk, * why am I ſpar'd ? 

* Why did the fatal ſhaft that pierc'd my friend 
Not reach this guilty boſom ?“ Mercy ſpread 
Her ſhield beſore thee—Hark! ſhe calls“ Retreat, 
Retreat this inſtant, e'er commiſſion'd flies : 

« A ſecond arrow—heaven may not vauchſaſe "0 
% Another warning.” May her heavenly voice, 
Lorenzo, reach thy heart! In time reflect 
While time is lent, and humbly deprecate 

The awſul vengeance of offended heaven! 

Fly to that Saviour, whoſe atoning blood 
Alone can expiate guilt, . whoſe boundleſs grace 


Alone 


\ 
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Alone can ſeal thy pardon, cleanſe, renew 

Thy wretched heart, and guide thy erring ſteps 
Far from the paths of danger, where too long 
Thy feet have ſtray'd, and point the narrow way 
To peace, to ſafety, to eternal life. 
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A O NO r O O fOr 
To ny Warcn. 


T ITTLE Monitor, by thee 
Let me learn what I ſhould be; 
Learn the round of life to fill, 

Uſeful and progreſſive ſtill. 

Thou canſt gentle hints impart 

How to regulate the heart: 
When I wind thee up at night, 
Mark each fault, and ſet thee right ; 
Let me ſearch my boſom too, 
And my daily thoughts review ; 
Mark the movements of my mind, 
Nor be eaſy when J find 

Latent errors riſe to view, 

Till all be regular and true. 


The 


r 
SHSOSSOSSOSSLOS 


The third chapter of DanitL paraphraſed. 


V HERE Babylon, the ſeat of empire, ſhone, 
Proud tyranny had fix'd her lawleſs throne, 

The cruel power, with unrelenting hand, 

Rul'd o'er a race of ſlaves, an abje& land: 

Oppreſſion fill'd the arbitrary reign, 

And blind idolatry conſirm'd the chain. 

The prince, who late in a ſurprizing hour, 

Had ſelt conviction's ſtrong, reſiſtleſs power, 

Impell'd by conſcience, own'd the God ſupreme ; 

Confeſs'd his hand, almoſt ador'd his name; 

| Retracting all, to idol-gods returns, 

Again with impious zeal his boſom burns. 

New rites his wild idolatry demands, 


In Dura's plain a golden image ſtands: 


Wanton in wealth, he bids the idol riſe, 


And with its monſtrous height affront the ſkies, 
Aſſembled here in all the pomp of ſlate, 

Princes and peers their monarch's pleaſure wait: 

A herald now with ſounding voice proclaims, 

#6 Nations of various tongues of various names, 
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Attend the king's decree, which thus ordains, 


That inſtant, when you hear the ſacred ſtrains 
From inſtruments of every tuneful ſound, 

* Adore with proſtrate homage on the ground, 
The golden image, which the king's command 


Ordains the God, the guardian of your land. 


„% Whoe'er the royal edict diſobeys, 
Or to perform the ſolemn rite delays, 
+ A dreadful doom the hapleſs wretch attends, 


+ His life, that hour, the flaming furnace ends.” 


Nou ſounds the various ſtrain; the ſolemn call 
The trembling nations hear, and proſtrate fall. 


Elate with pride the monarch now beheld 


His will obey'd, the impious rite fulfill'd: 
When lo with flattering zeal his ſlaves appear, 


And lowly bending thus accoſt his ear; 


« O King, for ever may thy throne remain! 


„ Unrivall'd be the glories of thy reign ! 


Their zeal when all thy faithful people ſhow'd 


And at the ſacred call adoring bow'd ; 


Three haughty Jews whom thy indulgent hand 
++ Hath rais'd to rank and honours in the land, 


Thy bounty have ungratefully abus'd, 


And juſt obedience to thy law refus'd : 
"oF Proudly refus'd to bend the ſtubborn knee, 
And bade dehance to thy gods and thee,” 


| Rage, 
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Rage, flaſh'd vindictive from the tyrant's eyes! 
„This moment bring the rebels here“ he cries; 
Swift fly the guards, their duty taught by fear, 
And now the accuſed innocents appear: 
When thus the king the boding ſilence broke, 
(His aw'd attendants trembling as he ſpoke) 
„Say, ye perverſe, rebellious wretches ſay, 
My will do you preſume to diſobey? 
You knew the law, the penalty you heard; 
Your fate is juſt ſince wilfully you err'd; 
Nor vainly on celeſtial aid preſume ; - | 
What God (hall ſave, - when I pronounce your 
doom ? | 
The men, to this high REY. of i impious weld, 
Serene in conſcious innocence reply'd; 
At no defence, at no excuſe we aim, 
« Our truſt, O king, is in the power ſupreme : 
The God, the awful God whom we adore 
We know can fave us from thy tyrant power. 
% We truſt he will: but ſhould his wiſe command 
« Ordain our death by thy remorſeleſs hand; 
A firm obedience to his laws we vow, 
* Nor will to thy deteſted idols bow.“ 
To madneſs now the tyrant's paſſions riſe : | 
Seven times increaſe the flame” (he furious cries) 
„% Soon ſhall the traitors meet a fate ſevere, 
And feel that vengeance which they ſcorn to ſear” 


His 


65 
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His hardy ſoldiers now the vieias ſeize, 
(Strange heart that ſuch a ſacrifice could pleaſe 1} 
The victims bound are to their fate convey'd, 
Plung'd in the flames, depriv'd of mortal aid: 
Fierce was the king, and fierce the raging fire, 
The ſoldiers in the cruel act expire. 
In view the tyrant fate to feaſt his eyes 
(Inhuman pleaſure ! horrid ſacrifice !) 
When ſudden ſtarting from his ſeat, he cries, 
(Amazement in his looks, and wild diſmay,) 
* What do I ſee? ye peers, ye princes lay! 
„Were not three criminals, ſome moments paſt, 
„ With fetters bound, in yonder furnace caſt ? 
« *Tis certain fact, O king, (the courtiers laid) 
„We all beheld thy royal will obey'd:“ 
When thus the king, (with inward anguiſh preſt, 
For full conviction now his heart poſſeſt) 
„Amid the flames they walk, unhurt and free, 
And lo a fourth of form divine I fee! 
Some angel makes the innocents his care, 
Perhaps their deity himſelf is there. 
The bumbled monarch now renounc'd his pride 
And near advancing to the ſurnace cry'd | | 

Come forth, ye ſervants of the God ſupreme,” | 
© Come forth, and teach me to adore his name. 
Forth came the priſoners at the royal word, 


Sav'd by the power they truſted and ador'd: 
| Not 


n 
. Not ev'n their cloatks were ſcorch' d, nor ſing'd their 
: hair, | 

Serene their looks, and cheerful was thei air. 

The ſtrange event around the country flew; 
The concourſe, ſtill increaſing, round them drew. 

Peers, princes, people, gazing, wondering ſtand, 

Compell'a to witneſs an almighty hand. 

An aw'd attention bade the croud be ſtill, 

While thus the King aloud declar'd his will: 

© Ador'd for ever be his wonderous name! 

Who ſav'd his ſervants from the raging flame; 
His angels ſent (the heavenly form I faw,) 

« To guard theſe bleſt obſervers of his law: 

* The awful power, omnipotent and juſt, 

„ Hath well rewarded their religious truſt, 

« Be this decree, in honour to their God, 
Through my extenſive empire ſent abroad: 

« Whoever dares his ſacred name prophane, 
In impious folly arrogantly vain; 
Death without mercy. ts the wretches lot, 

His houſe a dunghill made, his name forgot, 

* This miracle which ſtrikes each wondering breaft 
„And which a thouſand witneſſes atteſt, 
_ # Proclaims the God ſuperior far in power 

Jo all the deities whom we adore. | 

Here ceas'd the king : yet farther to atone 
The cruel act his impious rage had done, 
The 
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The heaven-proteted youths. his favour ſhar'd, 

Of faithful piety the juſt reward: 

To eminence and power he bade them riſe, 
Rever'd by men, as favour'd of the ſkies. 
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From the 35th Chapter of Isatan, 


I, . 700 
ESSIAH comes! glad nature hails 
Her long-expetted king: 
She wakes to praiſe her every tongue, 
Wakes every note to raife the ſong, 
Joy, univerſal joy prevails, 
Earth blooms with ſudden ſpring. 
Meſſiah comes! the hills reſound, 
Ihe wide-extended vales around, 
Meſſiah comes! in tuneful notes reply. 
Attentive echo learns his name, 
Repeats the pleaſurable theme, 
And bears the + joytul accents to the ſky. 


The 
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Ine deſart through her vaſt domain, 
Hears, and wonders at the ſtrain, 
The ſtrain, her hard, cold boſom warms; 
She lees, and wonders at her new-born charms ; 
While indulgent plenty pours 
Gifts proſuſe, and fruits, and flowers 
With various beauty glow : : 
Pining travellers no more 
With weary ſeet, and Jonging eyes, 
Nou the thorny brake explore, 
Or the ſandy waſte in vain ; 
See, the bubbling ſountain riſe! 
See, the copious river flow! 
Adieu thirſt, wearineſs, and pain, 
The cheerleſs deſart owns Meſſiah's reign. 
With Lebanon's tall ſhades the deſart vies 
And verdure cloaths the grove, and decks the vale; 
Here fragrant Carmel's flowery beauties riſe, 
And Sharon breathes the aromatic ie gale, 


| - Ss 
Meſſiah comes ! let every heart be glad, 
Let ſounds of joy be heard from every voice; 
With power, with majeſty, with glory clad, 
He comes to bid the ſons of woe rejoice. 


No more the hopeleſs heart ſhall languiſh 
On the confines of deſpair; 
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No more be heard the groan of anguiſh, 
Or be felt the pang of care. 
Ye ſons of woe, reſign your load, 
Ye trembling hearts be ſtrong; , 
Omnipotence 
Is your defence: 
Behold your King, your Saviour God! 
He comes, with vengeance on his arm, 
In vain your threatening foes alarm ; 
Forget your fear, 
Salvation near 
Demands the grateful ſong: 
His arm ſhall cruſh your threatening foes to duſt, 
An awſul recompenſe, divinely juſt! 
| IN. 
See, the eyelids of the blind 
\ Open to the heavenly ray ! 
See the proſpe& bright and new 
Riſe to the aſtoniſh'd view, 
Boundleſs wonder fills the mind, 
All is tranſport ! all is day! 
The haplefs ear, of focial bliſs unknowing, 
Receives the healing muſic of his voice : 


Celeſtial harmony, ſoft, ſweetly flowing, 
Bids charm'd attention liſten and rejoice. 


See, 
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. 
See, the helpleſs cripple riſe, 
Bounding like the mountain roe! 
If nature's Lord 
Pronounce the word, 
| New ſtrength, that word fopolics; ; 
Life's active flame 
Informs the ſrame, = | | 
And bids each nerve with native vigor glow. | 
The tongue that never could reveal * : | 
Heart-felt woe, or pleaſure tell, - 
Held in the chains of mournful ſilence long; 
Now burſts the chains at his command, 
Aloud proclaims Meſſiah's hand, 
And raptur'd joins the univerſal ſong ! 


. 
Join the univerſal ſong, 
Every heart and every tongue! 
Spread all your wings, ye winds and bear 
The bleſt glad tidings through the air, 
To earth's remoteſt plains; 
Let every mournful ſcene be gay. 
Let every gloomy night be day; 
Nature raiſe thy various choir, 
Wake the voice, and wake the lyre, 
To extaſy attune the joyful ſtrains, 
Reſound Meſſiab comes! Meſſiah reigns! 
„ Meſſiah 
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Meſſiah reigns, the Prince of peace! 
He came to ſave, he reigns to bleſs ! 
Fell rage, and terror now ſhall ceaſe, 
And amity, and love divine 
| With wide- diffuſive luſtre ſhine: 
Auſpicious Era, hail! replete with joy! 
No more the frighted pilgrim flies 


The baleful haunts where ſerpents riſe, 
No ſerpents now his trembling ſteps annoy : 


Ober ſcorching ſands no more he pants, and toils, 
No eool ſtreams murmur, blooming verdure ſmiles, 


y 


VIII. 
No more the furious Lion waits 
To ruſh upon his helpleſs prey: 
Danger dies, and fear retieats; 
Meſſiah (great Protector) guards the way. 
The ſacred way Meſfiah ſhews, 
Work of wiſdom, work of power ! 
But hence, unhallow'd feet, begone, 
Banifti'd all Mefſiah's foes : 
Humble travellers alone, 
Who the King of Zion own, 
Claim his protection, and his grace adore : 


Oer all their ſteps his watcliſul care pre ſides; 
Nor ſools ſhall err, for n wiſdom guides. 


H ere 


1 
IX. 


Here ſhall the ranſom'd of the Lord 
Forget their former care; by 
And while they ſing, with ſweet accord. 
In heaven-taught lays 
Meſſiah's praiſe; _ 
From his kind hand a thouſand bleſſings ſhare. 
His hand ſhall lead them to the courts divine, 
Where his full beams of love for ever ſhine, : 
Nor the leaſt cloud of ſorrow can appear. 
Happy ſtate! where not a ſigh 
Heaves the boſom, nor the eye 
That uſed to weep ſhall ever know a tear! 
| Celeſtial joy for ever ſheds 
Her balmy odours on their heads ; - 
Every heart, and every tongue 
Feels the bliſs, and joins the ſong, - 
Immortal rapture tunes the heavenly ſtrain ; 
The mind expanding, fill d, adoring, 
Wich ever new delight exploring 
The boundleſs glories of Meſliah's reign; 
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TRE Brind Man's PETITION. 


LUKE xviii. g8, &c. JesUs thou SON of 
Davip haye mercy on me, &c. 


REAT Saviour, born of David's race, 

O look, with pity look this way! 
A helpleſs wretch implores thy grace, 
Implores thy mercy's healing ray! 


| Jeſus, thou Lord of life divine, 
To whom the ſons of woe complain; : 
Is. not unbounded mercy thine? 


And can I alk, and alk 1 in vain 7 


Did ever . 4h 

In vain to thee its grief impart ? 

Or mournful obje& meet thine eye, 

That did not move * melting heart p 
3 


e, 


'F i Þ 
Around thee crowd a plaintive throng, 
I hear their importuning cries; | 


And now from every thankful tongue 


I hear the glad Hoſannah riſe. 


O look, with pity look on me, 

Wrapt in the mournful ſhades of night! 
My hope depends alone on thee, 

Speak Lord, thy word ſhall give me light! 


'Tis mercy, mercy I implore ! 

Speak, Lord, thy humble ſuppliant raiſe ! 

Then ſhall my heart thy grace adore; 
Then ſhall my tongue reſound thy praiſe. + 
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Reſt and Comfort in CurIsT alone. 


WW ſhall I fly but to thy feet, 
My Saviour, my almighty friend ? 
Dear names, beyond expreſſion ſweetl _ 


On theſe my hopes of Bliſs depend. 
14 Where 
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Where ſhall I reſt but on thy grace, 


Thy boundleſs grace divinely free ? 


On earth I find no reſting place; 


Dear Saviour, bid "oe come to thee ! 


Though ſin detains me from my Lord, 
| Tong, I languiſh to be bleſt: . 


O ſpeak one ſoul reviving word. | 
And bid me come to thee, my reſt, N 


When I this wretched heart explore, 
Here no kind ſource of hope appears ; 
But O my ſoul, that grace adore, 


Free grace, which triumphs a er my fears, 


Jeſus, from thy atoning blood, 

My only conſolation flows; 

Hope beams from thee my Saviour God, 
My ſoul no other refuge knows. 


L 191 ] 


On the FH of NoviMBER. 


O thee, Almighty God, we bring 
The humble tribute of our ſongs : 
O teach our thankful hearts to ſing! | 
Or praiſe will languiſh on our tongues, 


While Britain (ſavour d of the ſkies) 
Recalls the wonders God hath wrought ; ; 
Let grateful joy adoring riſe, i: FRA 
And warm to mp Gt nn 


When hell and Rome e their power, 
And doom'd theſe ifles their certain prey; 
Thy hand forbade the fatal hour, 


| Their! iin plots in ruin lay. 


Again our r reſlleſs cruel foes | 
Reſum'd, avow'd, their black deſign ; 
Again to ſave us God aroſe, 

And Britain own'd the hand divine. 


Why, 
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Why, gracious God, is Britain ſav'd ? | 
Why bleſt with liberty and light P 


Nor by fell tyranny enſlav'd, 
Nor loſt in — s night? 


Not for our ſakes, we conſcious own ; 3 
| A wretched, vile, ungrateſul race: 


*Tis done to make thy glory known; 
To ſhew the wonders of thy grace. 


The wonders of thy grace compleat ; 
Reform this wretched, guilty land! 


Let thankful love, beneath thy feet, 
| Confels wy kind, thy OY hand ! 


ind every age lens thy name, 


While nature's circling wheels ſhall roll! 
Thy mercies every tongue proclaim, 


And found thy praiſe from pole to pole, 


On 


0 3 


On a day of prayer for ſucceſs in was. 


Y ORD, how ſhall wretched ſinners dare 
Look up to thy divine abode ? 

Or offer their imperſett prayer 

Before a juſt, a holy God? 


Bright terrors guard thy awful ſeat, 
 Anddazling glories veil thy face! 
Yet mercy calls us to thy feet, 
Thy throne is ftill a throne of grace, 


Q may our ſouls thy grace adore, 
May Jeſus plead our humble claim; 
While thy protection we implore, 
In his prevailing, glorious name. 


With all the boaſted pomp of war 
In vain we dare the hoflile field 
Jn vain, unleſs the Lord be there ; 


Thy arm alone is Britain's ſhield. 


Let 
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Let paſt experience of thy care 


Support our hope, our truſt invite! 
Again attend our humble prayer, 


Again be mercy thy delight! 


Our arms ſucceed, our councils guide, 


Loet thy gh hand our cauſe maintain ; 5 


Till war's deſtructive rage ſubſide, 
And peace reſume her gentle reign. 


O when ſhall time the period bring 


When raging war ſhall waſte no more; 
When peace ſhall ſtretch her balmy wing 


From Europe's coaſt to India's ſhore ? 


When ſhall the goſpel's healing ray 

(Kind ſource of amity divine !) | 
Spread o'er the world celeſtial day ? 
When ſhall the nations, Lord, be thine ? 


HYMN 
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Hy for a day of public thankſgiving 
for PEACE. 


REAT God ioſpire each heart and tongue 
Thy wonderous goodneſs to proclaim; 
And bid the animating ſong _ 
Slow with devotion's lively flame. 
To thee let favour'd Britain raiſe 
Her ſweeteſt notes of thankſul praiſe. 


But where ſhall we begin to trace 

The wonders of thy hand divine ? 
In every ſeaſon, every place 

How numerous and how bright they ſhine. - 
To God ye favour'd Britons raiſe 


Your ſweeteſt notes of thankful praiſe. 


Abroad, protection and ſucceſs | 
Proclaim'd that Britain's God was there; 
At home, he bade fair plenty bleſs, - 
The fruitful fields confeſs'd his care; 
| To God ye favour'd Britons raiſe 
Your ſweet notes of thankful praiſe. 


But 
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But yet beneath the hoſtile ſword 
Has many a. worthy. patriot bled, 
And many a mourning heart deplor'd 
A friend, a ſon, a brother dead ! 
The ſword is ſheath'd—ye Britons raiſe. 
To God your ſweeteſt notes of praiſe. 


The horrors of the ſanguine field - 5 
Which ſadden'd victory's faireſt plume, 


Jo ſcenes of pleaſure now ſhall yield 


And peace her gentle reign reſume, 


| Fo God ye favour'd Britons raiſe 
| Your ſweeteſt notes of thankful praiſe. 


Kind peace, from her propitious ſmiles 
What numerous, various bleſſings flow! 
Great God, to thee theſe happy iſles 
Unnumber'd obligations owe, 

To thee let favour'd Britain raiſe 


Her ſweeteſt notes of thankful praile, 


Crown, gracious God, thy gift of peace 


With gifts yet nobler, more divine! 


O let thy all-prevailing grace 
Make Britain more entirely thine 1 


Devotion then to thee ſhall raiſe 


Sublimer notes of thankful praiſe. 
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, On the death of her father. 


HOUGH nature's voice you mult obey, 
Think, while your ſwelling griefs oerflow, 
That hand, which takes your joys away, 


That ſovereign hand can heal your woe. 


And while your mournful thoughts deplore 


The father gone, remov'd the friend! 


With heart reſign'd, his grace adore, 
On whom your nobler hopes depend, 


Does he not bid his children riſe 
Through death's dark ſhades, to realms of light? 
Yet, when he calls them to the ſkies, 

| Shall fond ſurvivors mourn their flight? 


His word (here let your ſoul rely) 
Immortal conſolation gives: 
Your heavenly Father cannot die, 
Jeſus the friend, for ever lives. 
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O be that deareſt friend your ruſt, 
On his almighty arm recline; 
He, when your comforts ſink in duft, 
Can give you bleſſings more divine. 


1 
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| To My RA. 
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0b theſe ak nerves, FEY embling 
hand impart 
The animated wiſh, the tender ſigh 
That pleaſes and that pains this throbbing heart, 
Then friendſhip s form ſhould meet thy mental eye. 


3 Oh train'd to virtue in affliion' 8 ihool:? | 
Long ſince convinc'd what heaven ds | 15 beſt 7 
Still, ſtill adhere to this unerring rule, 

Be reſignation ſtill a welcome gueſt. 


In ſuffering and in ſentiment allied 

What boon for Myra ſhall my wiſhes crave ? 
That gracious heaven would be her conſtant guide, 
In grief ſupport her and from * ſave ! 


Ofc 
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Of: through the gloomy ſhades of mortal night, 


O may my friend enjoy a cheering ray 
(Sweet emanation of ſincere delight!) 
From the fair regions of eternal day. 


There may we meet, and with the bliſsful choir 
To love divine the ſong triumphant raiſe! 


While grateful wonder tunes the raptur'd Iyre 
To boundleſs pleaſure and immortal praiſe, 
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To an InzanrT three weeks old. 


A AN I bid how: lovely ftranger, 


Welcome to a world of care? 
Where attends thee many a danger, 
Where awaits thee many a fnare? 


. Hence; away, ye dark ſurmizes, 
Hope preſents a fairer ſcene ; 
Many a blooming pleaſure riſes, 
Many a ſunbeam ſhines ſerene. 
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Are theſe weak breathings of deſire 
Too Janguid to aſcend the ſkies? 7 


[ 30 J 
O may providence defend thee! 
Circled in its guardian arms, - 


Dangers may in vain attend thee, 
Safe amid ſurrounding harms, | 


Shall I wiſh the world careſling ? 
Wiſh'thee pleaſure, grandeur, wealth ? 
No—but many a nobler bleſſing; 
Wiſdom, virtue, friendſhip, health. 


 May'ſt thou know the gracious donor, | 


Early know, and love and praiſe! 
Then ſhall real wealth and honour, 
Peace and pleaſure crown thy days. 
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* AFTER God. 


HERE i is my God ? 5 he retire 
Beyond the reach of humble ſighs? 


Where 


7 
Where is my God? can he be mine | 
And yet ſo long conceal his face? 
Aud muſt I every joy reſign 
Nor hope for his returning grace ? 


Hence guilty diffidence depart, 
His goodneſs never can decline; 
He ſees this weak this trembling heart 


That yet aſpires to call him mine. 


He hears the breathings of deſire, | 
The weak petition if ſincere, 

Is not forbidden to aſpire, | 
And hope to reach his gracious ear- 


Look up my foul with cheerful 8 
See where the great Redeemer ſtands, 
The glorious advocate on high, 
With preciouy incenſe in his hands. 


He ſweetens every humble groan, 
He recommends each broken prayer; 
Recline thy hope on him alone, 


Whoſe power and love forbid Bann | 
Teach my weak 5 0 gracious Lord, 


With ſtronger faith to call thee mine, | 
Bid me pronounce the bliſsful word, 
My father God with joy divine. 
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Fitiat SuB MISSION. 


77 ye endure chaſtening, God dealeth with you 
as with ſons, for what on is he whom the Fa- 
ther chaſtencth not, Heb. xii, 7. 


5 N * A Þ _ N 
. e « 7 - = ou R — . ww Wo 8 
2 3 2 2 ” ; 7 0 
* — eg r on - 8 ſo N 2 " 
. — — 1 q 
—— —— . — 
. 


— —ä—F—— — to 


ND can my heart aſpire ſo high, 
To ſay, © my Father God!“ 
Lord at thy feet I fain would lie, 
And learn to kiſs the rod. 


* | 
fl 
1 
A 
23 


I would ſubmit to all thy will, 
For thou art good and wiſe ; 
Let every anxious thought be till, 


Nor one faint murmur riſe. 


Thy love can cheer the Ane gloom, 
And bid me wait ſerene ; | 

Fill hopes and joys immortal bloom, 
And brighten all the ſcene, 
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I. 133 
My father O permit my heart, 
To plead her humble claim, 
And aſk the bliſs thoſe words impart 


In my Redeemer's name. 


r D C Or 


HuM BLE TRAUsr. 


H ſhould my pining ſpirit be 
So long a ſtranger to my Lord, 


When promiſes divinely ſree, 
Invite me in his ſacred word 4 


Does he not bid the weary come, 

And call the wretched ſons of grief, 
To him their refuge-and their home, 

Their heavenly friend, their ſure relief? 


Yes by the kindeſt, tendereſt _ 
My Lord invites my humble truſt; 


My diffidence he gently blames, 
How loft this cenſure and how Juſt. . 
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This trembling frame worn out with pains 
On thee my guardian God depends; 

a And while my fainting heart complains, 
To thee the plaintive groan aſcends. 


? 


—— — — 


Though all the powers of nature fail, 

And life's pale trembling lamp decline; . 
Thy grace can bid my ſaith prevail, 
Can give me fortitude divine. 
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That grace which bids my hope aſpire 


Can every anxious fear remove, 
Can give me all my ſoul's deſire, 
The full aſſurance of thy love, 
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Hymn 10 1 


| HALL ds natjons hail the day,* | 
That crowns their king with loud acclaim ? 
And ſhall not ſaints their homage Pay, 
To their beloved Saviour s name? 
Ve ſaints, reſound in Joyful rains, 5 


| Jeſus, the King of glory reigns! 


| Jeſus 
3 
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Jeſus who vanquiſh'd all your foes, 
Who came to ſave, who reigns to bleſs, 
From him your every comfort flows, 
Life, liberty, and joy, and peace. 
Reſound, reſound in joyful ſtrains, 

- Jeſus, the King of glory reigns ! 


Yes, thou art worthy deareſt Lord, 
Of univerſal endleſs praiſe ; 

With every power to be ador'd, 

That men or angels e'er can raiſe. 

Let heaven and earth unite their ſtrains, 


Jeſus, the King of glory reigns! 


But earth, nor heaven can e'er proclaim, 


The boundleſs glories of their king; 


Yet mult our hearts adore his name, 


Dear name, whence all our bleſſings ſpring ! 


Reſound, reſound in joyful ftrains, 


Jeſus the King of glory reigns ! 


How mean the tribute mortals pay, | 
How cold the heart, how faint the tongue; 
But Lord thy coronation day, 

Shall tune a more exalted ſong: 
Reſounding in immortal ſtrains, 
Jeſus the King of glory reigns! 
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He comes, he comes, with triumph crown'd, 
In dazzling robes of light array'd, 

Faith views tbe ſplendor dawning round, 
Earth's faireſt luſtre ſinks in ſhade. 

Reſound, reſound in joyful ſtrains, 

goes the King of glory reigns! | 


TRE KINS or SAINTS» 


OE, ye that love the Savior's name, 
— And joy to make it known: 
The ſovereign of your hearts proclaim, 
And bow before his throne. 


Behold your King, your Savior Crown * 
With glories all divine; 
And tell the wondering nations round 


How bright boſe glories ſhine. 
While majeſty's effulgent blaze 


Surrounds his awſul brow; 
Zen angels tremble as they gaze, 
And veil'd adoring bow. | 


© 4p ] 


But love attempers every ray, 
Love, how divinely ſweet ! 
That ſtoops to view the ſons of clay, 
And calls them to his feet! 


Infinite power and boundleſs grace, 

In him unite their rays : 1 

Vou that have e'er beheld his face, 
Can you forbear his praiſe? 


W hen in his earthly courts we view 
The glories of our King; 
We long to love as angels do, 


And wiſh like them to ſing. 


And ſhall we long and wiſh in vain? 
Lord teach our ſongs to riſe ! 
Thy love can animate the ftrain, 


And bid 1t reach the ſkies. 


O happy period! glorious day! 
When heaven and earth ſhall raiſe, | 

N all their powers the raptur'd lay, 
To c celebrate * praiſe. 
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Hymn for the Lon p's Day Morning, 
REAT God, this ſacred day of thine, 
Demands our ſouls collected powers: 
May we employ in work divine, 
Theſe ſolemn, theſe devoted hours! 


O may our ſouls adoring own, 
The grace which calls us to thy throne ! 


Hence, ye vain cares and trifles fly, 
Where God reſides appear no more, 
Omniſcient God, thy piercing eye, 
Can every ſecret thought explore. 
O may thy grace our hearts refine, 
And fix our thoughts on things divine, 


The word of life diſpens'd to day, 
Invites us to a heavenly feaſt; - 
May every ear the call obey, 
Be every heart a humble gueſt! 
O bid the wretched ſons of need, 
On ſoul-reviving dainties feed ! 
a Thy 


1 
Thy ſpirit's powerful aid impart, 
O may thy word with life divine, 
Engage the ear, and warm the heart; 
Then ſhall the day indeed be thine; 
Then ſhall our ſouls adoring own, 
The grace which calls us to thy throne, 


Happy Poverty, or the Poor in * 
| | bleſſed. | 


Matt. v. g. 


E humble ſouls complain no more, 
Let faith ſuryey your future ſtore, 
How happy. how divinely bleſt, | 
The ſacred wards of truth atteſt, 


When conſcious grief laments ſincere, | 
And pours the penitential tear; 
Hope points to your dejedted eyes, 
The bright reverſion in the ſkięs. - 


In 
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In vain the ſons of wealth and pride, 
Deſpiſe your lot, your hopes deride; 
In vain they boaſt their little ſtores, 


Trifles are their's, a kingdom yours. 


A kingdom of immenſe delight, 


Where health, and peace, and joy unite: 


Where undeclining pleaſures riſe, 


And every wiſh hath full ſupplies. 


A kingdom which can ne'er decay, 
While time ſweeps earthly thrones away ; 
The ſtate which power and truth ſuſtain, 
Unmov'd for ever muſt remain. 


There ſhall your eyes with rapture view, 
The glorious friend that dy'd for you ; 
That dy'd to ranſom, dy'd to raiſe 

To crowns of joy, and ſongs of praiſe, 


| Jeſus, to thee I breathe my prayer, 


Reveal, confirm my intereſt there! 
Whate'er my humble lot below, 
This, this my ſoul deſires to know! 


O let me hear that voice divine, 
Pronounce the glorious bleſſing mine ! 
Enroll'd among thy happy poor, 
My largeſt wiſhes aſk no more. 
| The 


. The will perverle, the paſſions blind, 


r 


„„ 


The neceſſity of renewing GRACE. 


OW helpleſs, guilty nature lies, 
Unconſcious of its load ! 
The heart unchang'd can never riſe, 
To happineſs and God, | 


In paths of ruin ſtray : 
Reaſon debas'd can never find, 
The ſafe, the narrow way. 


Can ought beneath a power divine 
The ſtubborn will ſubdue ? 


Tiis thine, almighty Savior, thine 


To form the heart anew. 


- Tis thine the paſſions to recall, 
And upwards bid them rile ; 
And make the ſcales of error fall 
From reaſon's darken'd eyes. 


To 
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To chaſe the ſhades of death away, 
And bid the {inner live! | 

A beam of heaven, a vital ray 
Tis thine alone to give. 


— 


O change theſe wretched hearts of ours, 


And give them liſe divine 


Then ſhall our paſſions and our powers | 


Almighty Lord, be thine, 


4 S b =#= . 


Trz PEARL OF GREAT PRICE. 
Matt. xiii. 465. : 


6 "G3 glittering toys of earth adieu, 
A nobler choice be mine; 
A rcal prize attracts my view, 

A treaſure all divine. 


Be gone, unworthy of my cares, 
Ye ſpecious baits of ſenſe; 


Ineſtimable worth appears, 


The pearl of price immenſe. 
= - Jeſus 
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Jeſus, to multitudes unknown, | 
O name divinely ſweet! 
Jeſus, in thee, in thee alone, 
Wealth, honor, pleaſure meet. 


Should both the Indies at my call, 
Their boaſted ſtores reſign, 
With joy I would renounce them all, 
For leave to call thee mine. 


Should earth's vain treaſures all depart, 

Of this dear gift poſſeſs'd; 

Id claſp it to my joyful heart, 
And be for ever bleſs'd. 


Dear ſovereign of my ſoul's deſires, 
Thy love is bliſs divine; 
Accept the wiſh that love inſpires, 
And bid me call thee mine. 


— — 
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RN one evening on this che- 


quered ſcene of mortal life, its pains and 
| pleaſures, hopes and cares; ; and endeavouring to 
reduce my thoughts into ſome kind of order, it 
produced the following reverie. | 
I fancied myſelf beginning a difficult and ha- 
zardous journey, I knew not at firſt ſrom whence 
I came nor whither I was going, yet though 1gno- 
rant and helpleſs, had ſome little ſenſe of my de- 
pendence on the {kill of ſeveral perſons, who led 
me by turns with affectionate care: I had only a 
little dubious light, like the firſt faint glimmerings 
of approaching morn ; but as day light by degrees 
came on I could diſcover ſomething of the proſ- 
pett beſore me, and found my ſelf at the foot of a 
Le. ö "ur 
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very high mountain; the wide extended ſcene on 
the right and left as far as my eye could reach pre- 
ſented an endleſs variety of objects. | 
Pinding my ſtrength increaſe and with it a grow- 
ing curioſity, I went forward till I came to a 
ſequeſtered ſcene of ſhady groves and flowery 
vales, through which ſoft cryſtal ſtreams mean- 
dering ſtrayed and gave and received new beauty; 
arrayed in robes of rural innocence and ſmiling 
with contented looks, the happy natives tuned 
their artleſs ſongs, and all the enchanting ſcene 
was harmony and peace! 1 liſtened to the ſooth- 
ing ſtrains with rapture, and fain I would have 
dwelt in thoſe delightful groves! but a monitory 
voice reminded me that I was. on a journey and 
that this attractive place was not my home. 
I then turned my eyes to another part of the 
proſpect, and beheld lofty buildings magnificently 
furniſhed, crouded ſtreets filled with hurry and 
_ confuſion, reſounding with a thouſand harſh diſ- 
cordant notes; the greater part of the inhabitants 
were employed in inceſſant labour of various 
_ Kinds, and ſeemed to have very little reliſh of 
pleafure more than the animals which I obſerved 
| ſometimes aſſiſted them in their work; theſe 
appeared to be flaves to a few perſons who 
ſat in thoſe ſtately domes dreſt in ſplendid gar- 
ments and ſurrounded with all the pomp of lux- 


ury, 
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ury, yet on many of their faces I obſerved the 
marks of diſcontent and care. Tired with this 
diſagreeable ſcene my eye roved farther ſtill, and 
{ſurveyed huge tracts of ſandy deſarts, uncultivated 
wilds, and thorny labyrinths, but could not dif- 
cover the end of my journey, which gave me 
great anxiety. I ſaw before me a variety of paths, 
Tome were ſmooth and verdant, and winding 


ſeemed to promiſe an eaſy aſcent to the top of the 


mountain which I wiſhed to reach, others ap- 


peared difficult and dangerous. I ſhould have 


been at a loſs to know the right path, had not my 
condutors (who at my firſt ſetting out led me and 
were ſtill near) put into my hands a book, in 
which I found a map of the country through 
which I was travelling, a deſcription of the place 
to which I was going, and plain inſtructions con- 
cerning the road I was to take; this book, of ſo 
much importance to my ſafety and comfort, I 


woas informed was written by the direction of a 


perſon of conſummate ſkill and undoubted vera- 


city, and who had alſo promiſed ſuch powerful 


protection and aſſiſtance to thoſe travellers who 


might ſincerely deſire it, as ſhould preſerve them 

through every danger and enable them to furmount 
every difficulty. 

Deſiring to follow the directions of this book, 


and imploring the protection and aſſiſtance of its 


L 3 | great 


* 
7 
4 
ö 
' 

* 
1 
1 
„ 
+3 a 
. N 
| ; 
' f 
1 
1 
hi 
Th 
x 


ai 
. 


- - PX - " . . * . F 1 Dane. NN 
r pr a X — 8 <a bag % 42 Sen — 27 7 2 * 
3 3 9 dS 5 - — 5 7 vos ON „ e £38 R — A x . 
_ r * 8 dm - r_— vac” Ax © ed 248%). 2a 2 nN * * 8 4 - * ＋ 
oa = to — n IN CT To ne ta bb — 5 
N : e 3 " n — r a, * 7 - — — X 
r 8 — * . 
ue ons 7 22 — re en * — 8 7 
. —— th. 0 X . ie r 
, * — * * 5 ö 


8 J 

great author, 1 choſe a narrow path, which 1 
was aſſured led to life, another name for the land 
of happinels. : | 

Here I met with ſome agrecable companions, 
whoſe longer acquaintance with the ſacred book, 
and better knowledge of the road, made their 
converſation not only entertaining but uſeful; of 
theſe ſome purſued their way with cheerfulnels 


and alacrity, others were timorous and fearful, 
ready to faint under diſcouragements and terrified 


at the apprehenſions of danger. Though they 
were all travelling to the ſame place, and pro- 
ſeſſed to follow the ſame directions, yet by reaſon 
of weakneſs and miſapprehenſion, they had diffe- 
rent notions concerning ſome circumſtances in 
their journey, which often occaſioned diſputes a- 
mong them, and interrupted that peace and har- 
mony which it was their mutual intereſt to main- 
tain, | | 

I ſometimes looked round me and ſaw the roads 
on either ſide peopled with a multitude of paſſen- 


gers, ſome hurrying on, ſeeking, as they vainly 


imagined, the land of happineſs, but deſpiſing 
toſe unerring directions which only could teach 
the way ; and fondly believing their own wild con- 
jectures a ſufficient guide, they contemned thoſe 
zn the narrow path, as a company of preciſe fools, 
ſometimes deriding, or if they happened to ſee 

| any 
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any one ſtumble, ki aloud, and ſometimes 
endeavouring to ſeduce them to their own party, 
gave them great annoyance. Another company 
no leſs miſtaken were alſo deſirous of happineſs, 
but not liking the journey and fancying their pre- 
| ſent abode with improvements might be made a 
paradiſe, were buſily employed in meaſuring the 
ground, collecting materials, projecting ſchemes, 
and drawing plans, which ere they were finiſh- 
ed were rejected for new ones: theſe were quiet 
enough, but generally appeared diflatisfied. As to 

myſelf I met with many difficulties, occaſioned by 
thick miſts which aroſe from the earth, and ſome- 
times almoſt obſcured the light of the ſun; in 
theſe ſeaſons of darkneſs I went ſlowly on, trem- 
bling and diffident, ready to fear I ſhould never 
reach the abodes of happineſs ! but as rays of light 
now and then broke through the gloom, it was 
ſeldom totally dark, and my book often afforded 
me comfort and ſupport : as I went farther the 
gloom diſpenſed by degrees, and the cheering ſun- 


beams inſpired new life and vigour, 


In the earlier part of my journey, I was delight- 

ed with the charms of rural muſic, and learned to 
imitate the ſoothing ſtrains ; retaining ſtill my 
fondneſs for the ſoft amuſement, I often tuned the 
tyre to complaining notes or cheerful airs, accord- 
| L 4 | ing 
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ing to my different ſituation, and found it an agrees. 
able ſolace: ſometimes, the various diſtreſſes of 
my fellow travellers awoke the friendly ſtrings to 
ſympathizing ſorrow, and ſometimes the fatal er- 
rors of thoſe deluded mortals who were purſuing, 
unconcerned, the way to the region of miſery, 
drew forth the melting notes of pity ! | 


Now and then in a happy ſhining hour, fired 
with the glorious deſcription of the land of happi- 
neſs contained in the ſacred book, I aimed a nobler 
Tong, and my thoughts, winged with love and de- 
fire, ſeemed to riſe above mortality, and longed to 
join the bliſsful natives in ſtrains of celeſtial har- 
mony !—but ab, how ſhort were theſe delightful 
ſeaſons! how oft my weak forgetful heart found 
cauſe to mourn its frailty ! a few flowers, which 
grew here and there on the borders of the road, 
often drew my attention; but when 1 ſtopped to 
view and admire their painted beauties, diverted. 
with the trifling employ, my tough retained 
but faintly the impreſſion of my journey's end; till 
entangled in the thorns which were interſperſed 
among the flowers, I became ſenſible of my careleſs 
folly, or the monitory voice beforementioned rouz- 
ed me from the fatal indolence. And oft the ra- 
diant lamp of day, as if to chide my miſimprove- 
255 ig] his uſeful beams, wrapt his cheering in- 
fluences 


L 158; * 


fluences in a gloomy cloud, and leſt my ſteps dis- 
conſolate and ſad. In theſe diſtreſsſul hours my 
heart ſought comſort in the ſacred book, implor- 
ing that divine ſtrength which it encouraged me to 
aſk and hope for, nor did! aſk and hope in vain; 
again the gloom withdrew, the ſun appeared, and 
with his vital beams revived my drooping ſpirits 
and animated my feeble fieps. | 


Yet other difficulties attended my journey, cold 
piercing blaſts and chilling ſhowers, pained and 
oppreſſed my ſhivering frame, but when the ſtorm 
_ abated the ſunſhine ſeemed brighter and warmer 
than before. Sometimes inviſible enemies attack- 
= ed me, againſt whoſe power all my ſtrength was 
weakneſs, but my great protector diſplayed before 
me his impenetrable ſhield, and my baffled foes 
retreated, If the path was rough my ſeet were apt 
to ſtumble, but my kind guardian extended his aſ- 
ſiſting hand and preſerved me from falling. Yet 
amidſt my various diſcouragements, when I look- 
ed round me, I ſaw the ſufferings of many of my 
fellow travellers were far greater than mine, which 
excited ſentiments of gratitude for myſelf and com- 


paſſion for them. 


Thus EIS. with viciſſitudes, I reached at 
length the ſummit ol the mountain, where I turn- 


ed 
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ed myſelf round to ſurvey the ſteps my weary ſeet 


had meaſured ; I ſaw nothing in the retroſpection _ 


to tempt my return, but much to make me humble 
in myſelf, and thankful to my gracious preſerver. 
I now turned to purſue my journey, but pauſed a 
little to conſider the proſpect before me, and found 
it not much unlike that on the other ſide the moun- 

tain, this remarkable difference indeed there was, 
the groves and flowery vales which had ſo charmed 
me in the earlier part of my journey now appeared 
leſs verdant and lively, and the ſcenes of pomp and 
luxury, and the din of buſy crouded ſtreets, ſeem- 
ed ſtill more diſtaſteful, | 


I yet ſaw multitudes of poor miſtaken creatures 
in the road to miſery, but helpleſs pity and una- 
voailing wiſhes were all I could give them, I miſſ- 

ed many whom I had ſeen in my journey, ſome 
in the narrow path, others in the different roads, 
who had been ſnatched away by an unſeen hand, 
ere they had reached the ſummit: I now looked 
forward as far as my eye could reach, to try if I 
could diſcover the end of my way, but a thick 
cloud terminated the view, All I could do was 
to conſult my book, in which I had often read, 
that before I could enter the land of happineſs, 3 
muſt paſs through a diſmal, vale, overſhadowed 
| pit more than midnight darkneſs, and filled with 
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a thouſand terrors ; but that the powerful and gra- 
cious friend whom I have fo often mentioned, 
had himſelf paſſed through it, and made it ſafe to 


thoſe who truſt in his protection; not all its ter- 
rors can hurt them, he will ſuſtain their fainting 
ſpirits, and open the ſhining gates of happinels to 


receive them, and they ſhall dwell for ever with 


him in fullnely of joy. 


«1 reviewed theſe ſweet aſſurances, hope 
warmed my boſom and calmed my riſing fears, my 
reverie became an awful reality, and I concluded 
humbly deſiring to truſt the remainder of my jour- 
ney, whether long or ſhort, painful or eaſy, to the 


| infinite power and goodneſs of this almighty friend, 


and to enter under his care, in his due time, into 


the land of immortal happineſs. Amen, 


ALY 


2 
9 ' 
— a ou. | 2 — mes 4c — 2 ewes i ee = 6 
\ - ns — % as — — —— 


1 - — * 
— —— — co ap 


16 J 


ee e 


eienr WORKS PRAISE THEE. 


HE glory of God is 4 end of the creation. 

1 To this the vegetable and the animal world 
in their various orders and different capacities con- 
tribute, and render their humble praiſe to their 
almighty author. The ſun and moon, and all thoſe 
glittering luminaries which deck the trackleſs azure, 
proclaim the glorious ſource of light, from whence 
they derive their luſtre, and with fervid blaze, 


mild beam, or twinkling ray, refle& their maker's 


praiſe. The heavens declare the! glory of God, 
and the firmament ſheweth his handy work. The 


changing ſeaſons, as they roll, diſplay the divine 


perſections, and the ſhorter revolutions of day and 


night, with alternate voice repeat the conſtant, the 
univerfal theme. Day unto day uttereth ſpeech, 
and night unto night ſheweth knowledge. 


But man, the maſter-piece of this lower crea- 
tion, the finiſhing ſtroke of almighty ſkill, man, 
diſtinguiſhed with the godlike faculty of reaſon, 
ind endowed with ſuperior abilities to diſplay his 
Maker's 


„ 

Maker's praiſe, alas, how fallen! What ruin has 
ſin occaſioned! the loweſt reptile, the minuteſt 
inſect anſwer the end of their creation better than 
man! humbling thought—ah, let me never boaſt 
of a diſtinction ſo inverted, a capacity fo ſadly 
miſimproved ! How is this ſoul of mine almoſt un- 

conſcious of its divine original, and thoughtleſs of 
its infinite importance, groveling in the duſt ? 
Theſe active powers, theſe reſtleſs deſires, which 
were implanted in my frame, to contemplate the 
perfeftions of my almighty Maker, and aſpire to 
the enjoyment of his favour, how are they ſunk in 
a ſtupid indolence ! buſied and confuſed with triff- 


ing cares, or bewildered in the chaſe of empty 
vanities | 


Human FRAILTT. 


OW mean and deſpicable a character is that 
of the wretched Carlos ? I juſtly call him 

| wretched, though by the world accounted great 

and noble, for real greatneſs and true nobility are 

5 not 
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not the gift of fortune; it is not birth, eſtate, or 
titles, but virtue only that conſers true honour ! 
tis this adorns the character with real brightneſs, 


and far outſhines thoſe tinſel trappings which dazzle 
vulgar eyes. Virtue can indeed ennoble theſe ad- 


vantages, and with communicated Juſtre make them 


truly valuable. But a man whom providence has 
placed in ſo high a rank, capable of being the 
friend and ornament of his country, and an exam- 
ple to all around him; to ſee ſuch a man employ 
his time and cares in childiſh ſports, purſuing and 
collecting butterflies, which have nothing to re- 
commend them but their gaudy colours, excites at | 
once my pity and contempt! 


And yet with conſcious ſhame J may reflect, that 
this is the very picture of my conduct II am a 
rational being, capable of thought and reflection — 
I have a ſoul born to noble purpoſes and expedta- 
tions! an heir of immortality ! made to glorify my 
Maker, and bleſt with the advantages of reaſon and 
revelation to direct me in my duty, to teach me 
how to aſpire to the enjoyment of his favour here, 
and everlaſting happinels in his bliſsful preſence 


above. 


But ah, how thoughtleſs and negligent am I ot 
theſe important, theſe eternal concerns! how are 


wy 
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: my Cares employed, my time and talents waſted in 


the mean purſuit of vanities and trifles, as worth- 


| Jeſs as thoſe little ſhining inſets !—How weak, 


how fooliſh, how criminal is this conduct !—I 


argue with myſelf, I am convinced, I complain, 
but what can I do Could all the power of rea- 


ſoning and force of argument alter the diſpoſition 


of Carlos? Or can it alter mine ?—No, it is not 


human power that can effe& it, the work requires 
ſupernatural ſtrength ! *Tis only the almighty in- 
fluences of divine grace that can rouze my languid 
powers, recall my wandering thoughts, and en- 


gage my whole heart in the arduous, yet delightful | 


employment for which this ſoul of mine was 
1 —— 


To thee almighty, all-gracious Lord, I come for 


help,—convince me more fully of my weakneſs, 


my folly, and my guilt, and pity and forgive me 
for thy mercy ſake! grant me wiſdom: to chuſe, 


and ſtrength to purſue nobler objects! let the im- 
portant concerns of thy glory, and the welfare of 


my immortal ſoul employ my thoughts, my time, 
and all my powers, with warm attention and ſin- 
cere delight. 


O God of mercy, thou that heareſt prayer! ! 
Let theſe Poor breatbings reach thy gracious ear, 


Weak», 
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Weak, impotent, and blind, to thee I fly; 
O may thy grace my every want ſupply! 
Thy powerful grace, which only can impart ' 
Conrvittion, life, and vigor to my heart. 
Illuminate my yet beclouded eyes! | 
Theſe empty triftes teach me to deſpiſe! 
Loet nobler cares, my time, my thoughts employ, 

And bid my ſpirit pant for teal joy! | 
Be thy almighty arm, my ſtrength, my guide, 
And never from thy precepts let me ſlide. 
Let thy kind influence make my future days, 
A life of pleaſure, and a life of praiſe. 


O raiſe theſe faint deſires to a flame of ſacred 
ardour, and accept them in Jeſus the Mediator, 
the Lord our righteouſneſs ! | 


HSOSOSOSO EY Dec gef 


Or THE KNOWIE DOE of OURSELVES. 


HIS ſcience is abſolutely neceſſary to happi- 

neſs, both in the moral and religious liſe. 

In the moral life, this is the firſt ſtep to all 
other knowledge, as it ſhews us our ignorance 


and want of acquirements, awakens our deſire and 
quickens 
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quickens our diligence in the purſuit of them, 
has the peculiar advantage of mortiſying pride. 
that dangerous encroaching enemy, and teaching 
the lovely virtue of humility. The more w: 
know of ourſelves, the leſs room we find for vs. 
nity and ſelf-applauſe; and humility, the wii. 
Solomon aſſures us, is the neareſt way to honoun: 
It places our merits, our neceſſities, and our e 
joyments in their juſt and proper light, ſro:.: 
whence proceeds the trueſt taſle of pleaſur 
Thus the knowledge 'of ourſelves leads to prof 

pleaſure and honour, in which 1s comprehend: | 


the general notion of happineſs. Tis eſſential i: 


the being of the religious life, for we mult kno'- 
our native miſery before we can begin to breath. 
after ſpiritual happineſs; the more we know « 
ourſelves, the more clearly we perceive there 
nothing in us that bears the leaſt proportion to o. 

wants, and conſequently, that every degree of tru 
ſatisfaction muſt come from a higher ſpring ; u. 
muſt be convinced of our extreme weakneſs au. 
indigence before our deſires can ariſe to Goc 
for the neceſſary ſupplies of ſtrength and grace. 
We muſt be ſenſible of our ignorance, to make u. 
ſieexk for divine inſtruction from our glorious teacher, 
in whom are hid all the treaſures of wiſdom an! 
knowledge. b 
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O may this important ſtudy be my daily em- 


ploy ! teach me O Lord the knowledge of myſelf, 


and lead me to thee the eternal ſource of true fe- 
licity !— | | | 


Man is himſelf a little world of wonders, 
An ample field of ſcience, though the ſtudy 


Is hard and difficult: yet, uſeſul knowledge 


Attends the ſearch and compenſates the pains. 


Whene'er I contemplate the human frame, 
What cauſe of admiration do I find, 


To ſee ſuch traces of almighty wiſdom, 


And power almighty every where appear 

The labour of a God !—the maſter piece 

Is man of all his wonderous works 

Below the ſkies, and but a ſlep remov'd 

From angels, thoſe immortal ſons of light! 
But ah, what cauſe ſor deep abaſement too! 

What room for mourning at the painful thought, | 

That man is viler than the beaſts that periſh, 

Debas'd by lin, accurſed ſin! deſpoil'd 

Of all his glory ! blotted from his ſoul 

Thoſe characters divine, which once beſpoke 


His Maker's glorious image there impreſt. 


O may redeeming love, renewing grace, 
Waſh the foul ſtain away and make me puie! 


Reſtore that glorious image in my ſoul, 


| And nobler honours give than thoſe I loſt! 


HUMILITY. 


3 
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nr., 


be E cloathed with humility.” —This apt and 

beautiful alluſion to a garment, ſeems pe- 
culiarly ſuited to impreſs the ſacred leſſon on 
the mind, by an accommodation abſolutely ne- 
ceſſary to the comfort of life; in this light let 
me conſider the heavenly virtue recommended; 
Should I not be aſhamed to appear in company 
In an undreſs, or in ragged dirty cloathing? And 
have I not much more reaſon to bluſh when I diſco- 
ver aneglettoſthis neceſſary, this ornamental robe? 
Would the moſt tattered, dirty cloaths render my 
perſon ſo diſagreeable, as the appearance of pride 
and ſelf-conceit would make my mind contemptible 
to a diſcerning eye? How then muſt it appear to 
the all-ſeeing eye of a holy God ! 


M 2 LE Here, 


3 
a - — 9 — 
Rn — * n Cu ACE” eee — — — 
—— S r 2 * r of ns. EGS > i a 2 ©. 0 
2 * r — — " — , — 8 
2 4 C = 2 * 7 2 — 2 * 
* KEN 22 
: Es 3 © . — 
0 


„ << 5 
7. n e 


E 


Here, all my higheſt attainments, all my beſt 


acquirements are in themſelves as filthy rags! At- 


tainments did I ſay and acquirements ? Alas ! of 
myſelf I can do nothing, 1 have nothing to boaſt 
of! and if my proud heart, or my partial friends 
can diſcover any thing amiable, is not the ſuppoſ- 
ed excellence the unmerited gift of my almighty 
benefactor? To his ſervice, reaſon tells me it 
ſhould be entirely dedicated, and his word, that it 
muſt be improved !—but ah, how far do I come 
ſhort ? wretched, ungrateſul. ereature ! is it poſſi- 
ble for me to think of this and find any place for 
pride O let me throw it from me with more ab- 
horrence than I would a garment covered with 


mire, and fly to the great Redeemer, whoſe ſpot - 
leſs righteouſneſs is the only robe in which J dare 


appear before the throne of God !—Gracious God, 
who wilt with the molt ineſtimable gift of thy love, 
freely give us all things which we need, O give 
me more and more this loyely ornament of humi- 
lity ! enable me to meditate with delightful atten- 


tion on the infinitely amiable excellencies of my 
_ adorable Saviour, and ardently defire to be more 


Hike him in this engaging virtue! O how bright 


it ſhone in every ſcene of his aſtoniſhing abaſe- 


ment ! And did the holy Jeſus, the Lord of Lords, 


and king of kings condeſcend to innumerable in- 
Rances of benevolence to poor ſinners! did heeven 
ſloop 


„ 

Noop to waſh the feet of his diſciples, to teach them 
a leſſon of affectionate humility ! and ſhall not I, 
a poor ſinful creature, rejoice to be able to admi- 
niſter any comfort or aſſiſtance to the meaneſt of 
his ſervants? Transform me bleſſed Saviour into 
thy own lovely image, and make me meek and 
lowly! ! 


eee 


Acquaintance with Gop the ſupreme good. 
Job xxii. and 21. Pſalm iv. and 6. 


HERE is a deſire implanted in the human 
mind, which no earthly enjoy ment can ever 
ſatisſy, a reſtleſs, craving wiſh for ſome diſtant 


happineſs, ſome good unpoſleſt ! 


| That ſomething which ſtill prompts th' eternal ſigh, 
For which we wiſh to live, and dare to die. POPE. 


All mankind purſue it under different ſorms, but 
how falſe the notions! how miſtaken the appre- 
henſions of far the greateſt part! The libertine fol- 


lows 1 it, in the ſhape of pleaſure, through all the 
M 3 crooked 
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crooked labyrinths of vice, and ſacrifices virtue and 
118 celeſtial hopes to dreams of happineſs; but 
wakes to real woe, and all the racking pangs of 
conſcious guilt !—The avaricious man with inceſ- 
fant toi] vainly ſeeks for it in the acquiſition of 
wealth, and devotes his time, his cares, and even 
his ſoul to the wretched flavery of heaping up uſe - 
Jeis treaſures, uſeleſs to the immortal mind, which 
can never feed on ſhining duſt.—While others, no 
leſs deceived expett t to find it in honours, titles, 
or populer applauſe. Honours and titles, what are 


they but empty forms of painted air ? The bubble 


breaks, and all the gaudy colours vaniſh ! and what 
is applauſe? a fleetzng breath of wind, a muſical 
air played and forgotten, and oft it breaks abrupt- 
ly off, or ſinks to harſh diſcordant notes: deluded 
mortals! to ſeek ſubſtantial bliſs in empty ſounds, 


| while they are perhaps regardleſs of the real ſatis- 


faction, which flows from the ſecret whiſpers of a 
peaceſul conſcience, ſprinkled with the atoning 


blood of Jeſus! Jeſus, by whom we, who were 


efar off, are brought nigh to God! we, who were 
enemies are reconciled ! He, with his dying ago- 
nies obtained our pardon, and reſtored us to the 
/aveur of God, which we had ſor ever forfeited ! 
here only can the ſoul find reſt, here only is that 
good to be found, which every where elle is fought 
in vain!—the favour of God ! "Us this irradiates 


the 


#28 . - 86 


the celeſtial regions, and beams immortal bliſs and 


joys ineffable on all the ſons of light. The hope of 
this, though but a momentary ray, can gild the 
darkeſt ſcenes of mortal life, and preſent a glimpſe 
of heaven through the ſurrounding gloom. Ac- 
quaintance with God, the views of an intereſt in 
him as our father, our almighty friend! Glorious 
privilege ! fullneſs of bliſs ! how immenſe, how 


unſpeakable! in this is contained every thing we 


can want or deſire! full ſatisfaction for the bound- 


leſs wiſhes of the ſoul! pleaſures unalloyed, ho- 


nour unfading, and riches incorruptible and ex- 
hauſtleſs! In thy favour O Lord is life, and thy 
loving kindneſs is better than life. 


Let others ſtretch their arms like ſeas 
And graſp in all the ſhore, 

Grant me the viſits of thy face, 
And I deſire no more! 


WATTS, 


M 4  ConTEND 


— en 9 rect aw — 
— — 
— — — — — —— IE — I tp Aer cot — mi — — — - 
— — * — — — — 


— 
2 


Li 
1 
[ 


—— = 


— — > 


- — — — 


( eo be ASE 


— . 
IE po 


ES IE A 


— Bb 
a * 4 a N - 
ee — Re .. !. f EO OE - 


HIER = Ss 


- 

= SIN 

- + De ene 
o 


—— — — rn i nn — 
* 2 — 


— wow Fa 
os. CG. = 
N 


— — 
— _ a 
r Q — — 
* * 

* : 0 


—— > 
——— — 


8 
—— 


5 Hy 


— . TY I _ _ 22 
-_ , — 5 pr 3 =O. FN 3 — 2 
= © __ 1 1 — = % n Q FIT TI * | nt] + > If Ge __—— TIS x CE we 2 5 
| n * > . r Fs [ER Wire 5 A * : 
4 4 . * 1 7 7 = 5 — 2 4 mY 6 ny 
\ D ee > & #8 — A * * es 95 a 

EE: 6 : 8 > bb 3 2 = < & n 

, * 9 : | 
Se . * ** — 5 
OS * 


Ea J 
FP 


CONTENT. 


AILY experience affords ample proof, . 
there is no ſuch thing as real ſatisfaftion in 
ny earthly enjoyments. Pleaſure, happineſs, what 
ere they but empty names ? viſionary forms! ro- 
mantic ſcenes, which never had exiſtence but in 


| lency ! Of this reaſon and reflection fully convince 


as, and ſighing we confeſs the melancholy truth ! 
and yet (unaccountable folly) we eagerly purſue 
che airy fleeting ſhadows, and vex ourſelves that 
we cannot overtake them! 


Our firſt parents ſinned and loſt their earthly 
paradiſe, and in vain do their wretched poſterity 
ſeek for bowers of bliſs! no ſhades of ſweet repole 
and undiſturbed tranquility are to be found on 


earth! Letus then fit down and ſeriouſly enquire 


what is the higheſt happineſs mortals can enjoy ? 
Be gone ambition, nor let vanity appear; fame, 
wealth, and pleaſure hide your heads, 'tis not in 
vour united power to beſftow.—lt is content! *tis 


this alone which bears a true reſemblance of hap- 


pineſs 


7; 09 1 

pineſs ſo often ſought, ſo rarely found !—How 
_. eaſy, how cheerful, and how bleſt is the content- 

ed man! a ſtranger to the buſy cares and reſtleſs 
anx1eties of the ambitious, the covetous, and the 
gay ; pleaſed with his little ſhare of earthly good, 
he moves calmly on in the ſphere aſſigned by pro- 
vidence, nor minds the noiſy buſtle round him, 
nor envies all the gaudy blaze of grandeur; nor 
follows the tempting gay deluſive forms of plea- 
ſure, He enjoys a little heaven below, in the 
hope of that conſummate bliſs prepared for him in 
the manſions of glory: bliſs which will for ever 
flouriſh in immutable perfection, when all thoſe 
glittering appearances are vaniſhed and forgotten, 


Divine content! ineflimable bleſſing! How ſhall = 


J attain the enjoyment of ſo deſirable a ſtate ? 
Every good gift, and every perfect giſt, is from 
above, and cometh down from the Father of lights, 
with whom is no variableneſs, neither ſhadow of 
turning. Gracious God, who haſt in thy ſacred. 
word encouraged thy poor creatures to aſk thoſe 
bleſſings which thy unmeaſured goodneſs can be- 
dow, give me, O give me from thy exhauſtleſs 

treaſures of grace in Jeſus the Redeemer, that 

ſweet content, that inexpreſſible ſatisfaction which 
flows from the hope of thy favour, and the delight- 
ful views of my intereſt in thy everlaſting love 
_ through him! Let the peace of God which paſſeth 
2 all 
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all underſtanding fill my heart and mind! Then 
ſhall I be ealy and cheerful in the diſtributions of 


thy providence, nor ſuffer a repining thought at 


the want of leſſer comſorts. 


Father I wait thy daily will, 

Thou ſhalt divide my portion ſtill, 
Grant me on earth what ſeems thee beſt, 
Till death and heaven reveal the reſt. 


Warrs. 


TRUE HoNous, 
+ Chriſtian is the higheſt ſtile of man.” 


() all the candidates for honour which appear 
on the great theatre of the world, a chriſ- 
tian has the higheſt claim. Are men of eminent 


and diſtinguiſhed wiſdom, entitled to univerſal eſ- 


teem? A chriſtian is wiſe unto ſalvation ! Are 
men of great eſtates and titles accounted honoura- 
ble? Chriſtiang are the ſons of God! they are en- 
titled to an inheritance ncorruptible, undefiled, 


and 


I 71 ] 
and which fadeth not away; and have treaſures 
laid up for them in heaven, which can never be 


exhauſted !—Is the favourite of a king envied for 
the honours his ſovereign beſtows? how mean his 


ſituation compared with a favourite of the king of 


kings! Nay, what ate kings themſelves arrayed in 
ail their ſhort- lived blaze of earthly glory, compar- 
ed with the followers of Chriſt, who ſhall live and 

reign with him for ever and ever? How worthleſs 
are all the laurels acquired by the moſt ambitious 
and victorious conqueror, compared with the palm 


beſtowed on the triumphant chriſtian by the Cap- 


_ tain of his ſalvation, through whom he is more 


than a conqueror over all the powers of earth and 


hell? A chriſtian, let me reflect have I indeed 


a claim to that noble appellation, that truly ho- 


nourable title? Do I walk worthy of the vocation 
 wherewith I am called? What is it to be a chriſ- 
tian? To love Chriſt and to follow him. How 
am I to love him ? with all my heart and ſoul and 
ſtrength, with a fervent, a conſtant and ſupreme 
love. He that loveth father or mother, &c. more 
than me is not worthy of me. Conſider, O my 
ſoul thy infinite obligations! conſider what he has 
done, and what he will do for wretched, guilty, 
loſt, miſerable ſinners.——Reflett on thy deſerts, 
and on thy hopes, and then canſt thou withhold 


by worthlels all, thy ardent love, from this adora: | 


ble 
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Lov. 


| ble Saviour? will not this lead thee to a ſolicitous 


enquiry, how ſhall I follow him? Attend to his 
own words! If ye love me keep my command- 
ments—and a new commandment I give unto you 
that ye love one another, as I have loved you, 


that ye alſo love one another, by this ſhall all men 
| know that ye are my diſciples if On have love one 


to another. 


Glorious and delightful teſt of 1 


gracious Lord enable me to evidence my love to 


thee, by my affectionate regard for all thy faithful 
ſollowers, and my tendereſt concern for the wel- 


fare, of even the meaneſt of thoſe who bear thy 


ſacred image 

If I can, humbly and penitently conſcious of my 
own frailty, cheerfully deſire in my great redeem. 
er's ſtrength to obey his commands which are not 
greivous; ſhall I not alſo earneſtly wiſh to follow 
his example in his imitable excellencies? O let 


me read and meditate his wondrous life, who went 


about doing good, till I find my heart warmed | 
with his love, impreſſed with his lovely image, 


and ardently deſiring to trace the footſteps of my 
Lord !—A chriſtian ſhould think and ſpeak much 
of Chriſt and his love; this ſhould be his conſtant 


ſubje& of meditation and converſe, the ſweetneſs 


of his bleſſings, and the ſolace of his care. And 
do I call myſelf a chriſtian? and can I live a day 


at 2 


1 2s 


at a diſtance from my dear redeemer, and be content 
and eaſy ? No.—for there is no ſatisfaction in any 
thing beſides !—The empty trifles which divert my 
thoughts or fill up my converſation, are all like the 
prodigals's huſks, they neither pleaſe nor nouriſh, 
— Ariſe O my ſoul, leave this wretched traſh, and 
go to thy father's houſe where there is bread 
enough and to ſpare Were I to ſee a prince, 
heir expectant of a crown, inſtead of employing his 
time in acquiring and cultivating thoſe princely vir- 
tues, which are ſuitable to his high ſtation, and prepa- 
rative to his future royalty, ſpend hours and days 
playing with pebbles or piddling in the dirt, 
ſhould. I not pronounce him unworthy of the 
dignity for which he was deſigned, and look on 
him with an eye of pity and contempt? yet this is 
the picture of a careleſs chriſtian, who ſpends his 
time in fooliſh unprofitable thoughts or idle chat. 
—Bleſſed Jeſus! pity my weakneſs, pardon my 
guilty my inexcuſable folly, fill my heart with thy 
love, and teach me to think, to ſpeak, to live, 
as becomes a chriſtian, 


FRIEN DSI. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


RIENDSHIP has been oft my favorite theme, 
and afforded many a pleaſing thought, but 
bitherto my experience of this bleſſing anſwers 
not my ideas, perhaps they are raiſed too high, or 
it may be, this is too near akin to all other earthly 
pleaſures which fly our wil, or diſappoint our 


expedtations. 


Let me then raiſe my thoughts ſrom earth and 
conlider this amiable ſubject in its divine perfec- 


tion, let me meditate on the friendſhip of the 


bleſſed Jeſus, who ſays, henceforth I call you not 
ſervants but friends &c. wondrous condeſcenſion! 
delightful aſſurance! infinitely more engaging than 
the deareſt ties on earth! an intereſt in his friend- 
ſhip how deſirable, how extenſive the bleſſing ! 
It contains every thing we need ſor time and eter- 
nity. 

The deareſt friend on earth though his heart 


be ours and his will ever ready, may want the 
power to alliſt us; in neceſſities, dangers, and 


difrefJes 
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diſtreſſes we can have no more than bis tendereſt 
concern, his ſincereſt good wiſhes : we diſcloſe 
our griefs with unavailing confidence, while friend- 
ſhip mourns but cannot help us. But Jeſus is in- 
finitely powerful, all power in heaven and in earth 
is his, he is able as well as willing to ſave to the 
uttermoſt: to him we may lay open all our hearts 
and pour out our ſouls without reſerve; to him 
lament our frailties, for he alone can correct 
them; to him reveal our wants, he can ſupply 
them all; to him we may tell our ſorrows, he 
can and will remove or give us ſtrength to bear 
them; to him we may recount our comforts and 
our joys, for he is the ſpring from whence they 
flow ; he only can continue and increaſe them. 
Our friends may be ſo far diſtant in our greateſt 
extremities, that we may be deprived even of 
the benefit of their kind condolance and compaſſi- 
onate ſympathy, becauſe they cannot be acquainted 
with our diſtreſs: but Jeſus is ever near, ever rea- 
dy to aſſiſt his beloved friends; he hears every 
groan and pities every ſorrow, he is touched with 
a feeling of their infirmities, and his divine com- 
_ paſſion and ſympathizing tenderneſs are far beyond 
all that mortal friendſhip ever knew! Are they ex- 
poſed to want, affliction, and diſtreſs, he ſhares in 
all their ſufferings; and to expreſs how intimately 
his affection is united to them, he even ſpeaks of 
thoſe 
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thoſe ſufferings as his own; 1 was ſick, I was in 
priſon &c. and kind offices done to the leaſt of 
thoſe whom he graciouſly condeſcends to call his 


brethren, he rewards as done to himſelf; and if 
he hide his bliſsful face, yet ſtill they dwell upon 


bis heart, and in his own beſt time he will reheve 


them: his ſovereign hand can turn afflictions into 


bleſſings, and grief ſhall terminate in joy. 


' His own ſoft hand ſhall wipe the tear 
From every weeping eye. Watts. 


In ftraits and difficulties if we apply to earthly 


friends for. counſel, and receive the beſt advice 
they are capable of giving; they are weak ſhort- 


ſighted creatures like ourſelves, and by following 
their directions, we may be led into irretrievable er- 
rors and misfortunes: but Jeſus the heavenly friend, 


is infinite in wiſdom! he guides his favorites by 


his counſels, the unerring dictates of his ſacred 


word, makes their way plain before them, by the 


conſtant care of his providence, and condutts 
them, through all the difficulties and embarraſs- 
ments of life, to eternal ſafety and happineſs. 
Human nature is frail, and the warmeſt, ſincer- 
eſt friendſhip may cool and change to indifference, 
and though friendſhip is ever ready to put the 


moſt fayourable conſtruftion on the behaviour, to 


place 


— 
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place every action in its faireſt light, and to pity 
and forgive the faults it cannot mend, yet as it 
cannot know the heart and judges only by words 
and actions, theſe are liable to miſunderſtandings 
and falſe repreſentations, which may interrupt its 
courſe, and perhaps entirely diſſolve thoſe ties, 


which ſeemed too firm for time and chance to 


\ 


looſen. | | 
But if the love of Jeſus is unchangeable, he 


that made the heart knows all its inmoſt receſſes, 


and can never be miſinformed, can never miſtake ; 
if there is a principle of ſincere love to him, 
though buried amid a thouſand imperfections, that 


love himſelf inſpired, he approves, and will re- 


ward. The ſoul once his, is his for ever, not all 
the powers of earth or hell, not things preſent nor 


things to come, ſhall be able to ſeparate f from his 


everlaſting love. 
In mortal friendſhips, the ſatisſaction a generous 


mind enjoys in obliging, and the ſentimems of a 


grateful heart in being obliged, are exceedingly 


agreeable; but this heavenly friend engages our 


warmeſt our everlaſting gratitude, and even grati- 


tude is ſwallowed up in wonder, when we medi- 


tate the immeaſurable extent of his divine beneſi- 


cence, in what he has done, is ſtill doing, and 
will do for the objects of his love. Of enemies and 
traitors, he has made ſriends and favourites! for 
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guilty, loſt, undone creatures, deſerving nothing 
but never-ending miſery and eternal death, he has 
putchaſed pardon, life and immortal happinels ; 
and this with his own moſt precious blood! It 
would be a ſurprizing effe&t of friendſhip for a 
man to lay down his life for his friend; but 
Jeſus freely gave his life ſor ſuch as were his 
inveterate enemies. Stupendous love! aſtoniſhing 


: goodneſs !— 


At death, Wah friendſhips are diſſolved, with 
the friend our comforts die, and the ſatisfaction we 
enjoyed in their ſociety, leaves only a painful re- 


membrance of the pleaſures we have loſt. But Je- 


ſus lives for ever! lives to make interceſſion for 


his friends above, to communicate conflant ſup- 
Plies of grace to them below, to guide them through 


all the ſcenes of mortal life, to guard them from 


eyery danger, to ſtrengthen them in encountering 


their laſt enemy, crown them with victory, and 
bring them ſafe to his glorious preſence, to live 
with him for ever aud ever. Happy, happy ſouls! 
who have an intereſt in this all- ſufficient, this ever- 


laſting friend! O may I never reſt ſatisfied till I 
can ſay with a humble, yet well-grounded confi- 


dence, this is my beloved, this is my friend! 


Bleſſed Jeſus! teach me to know thee and to love 


oy 


thee 
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thee more, let me hear the voice of thy ſacred ſpi- 
rit whiſpering to my heart that thou art mine, aſſure 


me of my intereſt in thy almighty, thy unchangta- | 
ble love! then ſhall I be bleſt indeed. 


My Lord, my Saviour, my almighty friend, 

O wilt thou, gracious, own the humble claim! 

And let thy ſpirit, ſacred evidence, 

Confirm it to my ſoul with power divine! 

Tell me, O tell me thou art mine indeed, 

And fill my heart with gratitude and love! 

But ah! how weak, how languiſhing and low 
My ſtrongeſt gratitude, my higheſt love. 

How cold, the warmeſt ardors of my ſoul, 

For bleſſings ſo divine | how poor a gilt 

This vile this wretched heart! and yet tis all 
A worthleſs worm can offer, mean return ! 
Nor can Itender this without thy aid; 

O help me to ſurrender all my heart, 

Its powers and paſſions, to thy ſovereign love! 

Accept it, Lord, and make it thine entire! 
Let thy abounding grace remove my guilt, 

Forgive my wanderings, fix me thine fot ever, 
In bands which time nor death have power to 

looſe ! 
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AN Eveninc RETLECTION. 


JT 


A NOTHER day is gone, never to return-— 
A the hours and minutes fled away for ever— 
another portion of time, that ineſtimable treaſure 
ſpent—but how ?—ſad reflection replies with con- 
ſcious ſhame, ſpent alas, unprofitably ! waſted in 
' trifles ! what have I done this day to anſwer the 
great ends of lite, promoting the glory of my 
Maker and my ſoul's eternal Happineſs? Ah! 
how can I anſwer this neceſſary this important 
- queſtion ? Juſt now I heard a man wiſh the future | 
ipring was come, inconſiderate wiſh! How ſhort 
is our time on earth, and of what infinite conſe- 
quence are the concerns of eternity, which depend 
on our fleeting moments Another was for wiſh- 
ing rather the paſt ſpring to return; this though it 
ſpeaks more of thought and reflection is no leſs 
vain! Were time in our power, were it poſſible 
for us to recall the golden hours, the invaluable 
treaſure we have ſquandered ; ſuch is the ſrailty 
of our nature, that (without the aids of divine 

| grace 
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grace) we ſhould ſpend it in the ſame thoughtleſs 
manner, and be guilty of the ſame inexcuſable 
prodigality as before. | 


I am now another day nearer to death, that aw- 
ful period to my days on earth! that cloſing ſcene 
which will ſoon put ,an end to this preſent ſtate of 
exiſtence, and fix my doom for ever !—then mut 
I appear before the tremendous bar of heaven! 
before the awſul the impartial judge, whoſe al- 
ſecing eye 1s witneſs to every thought and word, 
and action of my life, and ſearches into the inmoſt 
receſſes of my heart! then muſt I give an account 
of the talents entruſted to my care, the time and 
mercies I have enjoyed !—Ah, how ſhall I appear? 
What account can I give? In myſelf I have no- 
thing to ſay but guilty, loſt, undone for ever!— 
But yet there is hope, time and mercies are yet 
lengthened out !—O for ſtrength” and grace from 
on high, to enable me to improve. the precious 

remnant as J ought But O were it protracted to 
many years, and were it poſſible for me to improve 
-every moment, to apply all my powers and facul- 
ties with conſtant and unwearied diligence to the 
_ arduous work; my beſt obedience could never 
atone for paſt negligence, or procure the leaſt 
hope of pardon and acceptance !—1I would depend 
alone on the merits and righteouſneſs of a crucified 
| | Ng Redeemer ; 
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Redeemer; my beſt obedience is full of ſin, and 
can merit nothing but everlaſting puniſhment. 


But I'll retire beneath the croſs, 

: Saviour at thy dear feet I lie, 

And the keen ſword that juſtice draws 
- — and red, ſhall paſs me by. 


WATTS. 


Here i is my only hope! till let me fly to this 
glorious refuge, for here 1s liſe and ſafety. Bleſſ- 
ed Jeſus to thee would 1 come, and plead thy gra- 
cious promiſe, that him that cometh to thee thou 
wilt i in no wiſe caſt out. My God, my Saviour, 
waſh me in the ſacred fountain of thy blood, and 


cloath me in the ſpotleſs robe of thy righteouſneſs ! 


Then ſhall I appear before thy awful bar without 
tr cmbling ; ; 


My debts all cancell'd and my crimes forgiven, 
My judge all glorious but without a frown. 


My God my Saviour, 0 let me not repeat in 
vain this awſul, this delightful ſentence | confirm 
it to my ſoul with the ſtrongeſt evidence, the 
firmeſt, fulleſt aſſurance of my intereſt in thee! 
That at thy glorjous appearing, I may lift up my 
head with joy, and hear with unſpeakable tranſ- 
porn thy gracious words, Came ye bleſſed of my 

Father 
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Father inherit the kingdom W for you, be- | 
fore the foundation of the world.” 


O may I often mediate on this 3 bliſs- 
ful period! and may it influence all my future 
hours! Grant me, O Lord, the conflant aids of 
thy Spirit and grace! let me live as on the confines 
of eternity, and improve the ſhort remainder of 

my ſpan of life, in thy ſtrength, in thy ſervice, to 
thy praiſe ! guide me by thy counſels and aſter- 
wards receive me to thy glory. | 


e = 


AZSENCE FROM GoD. 


ND canſt thou, O my ſoul, be ſatisfied at 
ſuch a mqurnful diſtance from the fountain 

of happineſs? Where are thy wiſhes and thy 
hopes, thoſe ardent wiſhes and pleaſurable hopes, 
which in thy happier moments could look down, 
with a noble contempt, on the vain amuſements of 
ſenſe, as unworthy of thy notice; and ſhall theſe 
empty trifles, which yet thou deſpiſeſt, enſnare 
thee into a thoughtleſs negligence of thy eternal 
intexeſt? Haſt thou not ſought the favour of God 
N4 * 
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as thy only bliſs, thy everlaſting all, and * 


in the delightful hope of an intereſt in it as the 


dawning of immortal day ? And canſt thou now 
ſit down content in the ſhades of mortal night? | 
Recall thoſe happy ſeaſons, when the kind inti- 
mations of his gracious preſence afforded ſuch plea- 
ſure as all the joys of earth can never yield! and 
raiſed thy wiſhes and thy hopes to that bliſsful 
world, where happy ſpirits enjoy the full beams 
of his favour, without an interpoſing cloud : re- 
turn ye ſhining moments, return and bleſs my un- 


ſatisfied, pining heart with an enlivening ray of 


heaven !—Or was it a bright deluſion which ſooth- 
ed my fond imagination Jike a pleaſing dream, and 
_ vaniſhing leaves me awake and miſerable ?—Tor- 
menting doubts away—ſurely, my hopes, my com- 
forts muſt be real, for were they not built on the 
. word of God, the promiſes of a God that cannot 
| lie ' And ſhall I queſtion infinite veracity! 


No, *tis myſelf, my fins I fear, 
. Theſe ſprings of doubt are ever near, 
Theſe gloomy clouds which riſe and hide his lovely 


face. 


Wretched heart! to wander from the ſource of 
bliſs, till the cheering beams of hope are almoſt 
loſt i in the gloom of ſin, and darkneſs, wretched 


heart indeed! If God 1s abſent not all created good 
| can 


1 


can e the loſs where can I reſt? 8 
all the joys of ſenſe to ſooth me with their ſoſteſt 
blandiſhments, they cannot give me inward peace 
—thy voice alone, O God of mercy, can ſpeak 


 conlolation to my ſoul, thy gracious preſence, the 


ſenſible influences of thy favour can enliven the 
moſt uncomfortable ſcenes of mortality, and ſpread 
celeſtial morning through affliction's darkeſt night, 
but abſent from thee, the brighteſt ſcenes of earth- 
ly bliſs were only ſplendid miſery ; what heart can 
bear the thought of everlaſting baniſhment from 
thee, horror dwells in the dreadful apprehenſion! 
but bleſſed be infinite mercy there is hope, hope 
fixed on the merits of wy great Redeemer, through 
him thy abounding grace is ready to receive the 
penitent wanderer with ſmiles of divine forgive» 
neſs and returning favour. 


Or O OOO 


Tux EvIIL or six. 


HEN I reflect on the ſtate of innocence, 
happineſs and glory of man at his firſt 
creation; ſurrounded with earthly delights, and in 


the full enjoyment. of his Maker's favour; on his 
| fall 
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fall from that bliſsful Rate, and the endleſs train of 
miſeries in which all his wretched deſcendants 
| were involved, ſharers in the guilt, their blood 
tainted with the dire infection, by nature blind to 
their own felicity, and inclined to go aſtray from 
God, and purſue the road to deſtruftion ; I can- 
not but pronounce fin the greateſt evil, the ſource 
of pain and ſorrow, and the cauſe of temporal and 
eternal death. But never does my heart appear ſo 
vile as when it mourns at the foot of my Redee- 
mer's croſs, never does ſin appear ſo bateful, fo 
deteſtable, as when I meditate his dreadful ſuf- 
ferings, tis here I ſee that infinite juſtice was of- 
fended, and infinite puniſhment incurred, ſince 
nothing but an infinite ſatisfafiion could atone. 
Not all the glorious angels which ſurround the 
throne of God, though ſhining in the higheſt ex- 
cellence of created purity, could have paid the 
dreadful debt; the work was impoſſible to any 
power below omnipotence. The eternal Son of 
God, O glopious triumph of almighty love! en- 
thron'd in all the glories of the deity, left his fa- 
ther's boſom for theſe abodes of ſin and miſery, and 
became a man of ſorrows and acquainted with 
grief; expoſed to ſhame, contempt, and inſamy, 
religned himſelf to the moſt cruel agonizing tor- 
tures ; and, O amazing thought! made his ſoul 
an * for ſin !—Dreadful evil! which nothing 


leſs 
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Jeſs than the ſufferings of the Son of God wall 
expiate !—And ſhall I allow it a place in my heart? 
—Almighty grace forbid But alas! ſo weak, ſo 
depraved 1s this wretched heart, as to give way to | 
the deſtructive inſinuations of this dangerous, this 
fatal enemy The ſtrongeſt efforts of my reaſoning 
powers can make but a feeble, an unavailing re- 
ſiſtance, and often may my ſoul complain, the 
evil which I would not that do I — Who ſhall de- 
liver me from the body of this death? O that I 
could ſay with joyful aſſurance, I thank God 
chrough Jeſus Chriſt my Lord !—lIs there not, O0 
bleſſed Saviour, infinite efficacy in thy precious 
blood, to cleanſe as well as to atone for fin? And 
wilt thou not grant the powerful influences of thy 
holy ſpirit to purify the heart that deſires to wear 
thy ſacred image, and to ſtrengthen a weak a help- 
Jeſs creature that ſain would be devoted to thy 
ſervice? O let me hear thy gracious voice ſay- 
te I will, be thou clean,” and aſſuring my 
ſoul that thou will ſtrengthen, and help and uphold 
me with the right hand of thy righteouſneſs ! Shew | 
me my intereſt in theſe kind promiſes, and enable 
me to look up with humble hope and ſay, that 
though iniquities prevail againſt me, thou wilt 
purge my tranſgreſſions away! Nothing is too hard 
for omnipotence to effect, nor can the hope be 


oſt | 
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loſt which is fied on infinite goodneſs and inva- 
riable truth. 


1 


BREATHING AFTER GoD. 


Y God, my portion! O could I repeat the 
bliſsful accents with ſacred | confidence, 
with ſweet propriety ! this were happineſs indeed! 
Happineſs, which nothing elſe can give! all the 
delights of ſenſe cannot yield one hour of real 
fatisfation ;—if God is abſent, what is the whole 
world but a ſcene of poverty and darkneſs ?—His 
preſence makes a paradiſe below! and every diſ- 
tant pliwpfe of his favour is a beam of heaven! 
and yet, O unaccountable ſtupidity ! how often 
do I wander careleſs in this gloomy deſart, amuſing 
myſelf with reaching after every painted bloſſom 
that diſplays its gaudy colours to my fight! worth- 
leſs flowers! on a nearer view they loſe their 
tempting dyes, and ere they are gathered wither 
| quite away. —Torn with entangling briars, di ſap- 
pointed, tired and unſatisfied, I find I am loſt. —I 
Rave wandered from my God the only centre of my 


bliſs: 4 


[ 189 1 


bliſs !—to him I would return, but O how ſhall 1 
| find him? convinced of my fatal: folly, I mourn 
his abſence, I ſeek him but I find him not. Vet 
let me ſeek him ſtill, —ftil} let me breathe my hum- 
ble ſighs,—his gracious ear is ever open to the 
humble ſighs of the complaining mourner ; his 
mercy is ever on the wing to convey the ſweet 
Hope of pardon to the repentant finner. O may 
my penitence he ſincere! Gracious God, if theſe 
remorſeſul ſighs, though weak and languid, are 
influenced by thy ſacred ſpirit, O inereaſe them 
to ardent longings and- unſatisfied deſires, and an- 
. fwer them with the ſmiling beams of divine for- 
givneſs. I know, I acknowlege, I am utterly un- 
worthy of the leaſt kind notice, the leaſt favourable 
regard of thine awſul eye, but Jeſus is. worthy, 
and he haspromiſed that whatſoever we aſk the Fa- 
ther in his name, believing, we ſhall receive; in his 
bleſſed name, I would humbly aſk for mercy ? 
Lord I would believe, help thou my unbelief! 
O what have I not to aſk? I want every ſpiri- 
tual good ! and in this prevailing name, what may 
I not aſk? thy favour, O thou eternal ſource of 
good ! the bliſsful views of my intere{t in the Re- 
deemer and in thy everlaſting love through him ! 
This is the comprehenſive, the infinite bleſſing L 
want! this only can ſatisfy my ſoul, for without. 
this I am miſerable; were I aſſured of this I hope 


I could 
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I could reſign temporal bleſſings, and be content 
with whatever ſhare of earthly good my heavenly 
Father ſhould allot me, for thou art infinite in 
wiſdom and in goodneſs !—But this blefling is of 
everlaſting conſequence ! on this my life, my all, 
my preſent comfort, and my eternal felicity de- 
pend !—ſti]l let me plead with thee, O Lord, 
with a reſtleſs importunity, and reſolve not to let 
thee go, except thou bleſs me! For Jeſus ſake a- 
lone I aſk the important boon, the firm, the full 
aſſurance of my intereſt in thy love !—O let the 
ſacred witneſs of thy ſpirit ſeal my title to this 
bliſsful inheritance and make me happy. 


Be thou my portion, here I reſt, 
Of all my utmoſt wiſh poſſeſt ! 


And O let my wiſhes never reſt below 
thee : ſet me never be ſatisfied till I can ſay aſſur- 
edly, the Lord is my portion, therefore will I | 
hope in him,—Thou wilt never diſappoint the 
hopes of thoſe who truſt in thee. Thou wilt infi- 
nitely exceed their higheſt expectations, and ſa- 
tisfy the boundleſs deſires of the immortal ſoul, 
with boundleſs pleaſures and 1mmortal happineſs! 


SEEKING 
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OrO OAO Or OOO 


0 SEEKING REsT. 


RISE ye, depart hence, for this is not your 
4 reſt, it is polluted.” Attend, O my ſoul, to 
the heavenly admonition ! Convinced as thou art 
that unmingled felicity is not to be found on earth, 


| that there is nothing here to reſt in with intire 


complacency and fatisfattion. Why ſhould my 
thoughts dwell in this land of dreams and ſhadows, 


amuſed with trifles too mean to entertain the mind, 


and purſuing vanity and vexation of ſpirit ? O fo 
the powerful influences of almighty grace? To 
raiſe my thoughts, my. hopes, my heart to that 
bliſsful world. | 


Where pleaſure rolls its living flood 
From ſin and droſs refin'd, c 
Freſh ſpringing from the throne of God, 
And fit to cheer the mind. 
| WATTS. 


The 


L. 192 Þ 

The ſweeteſt rills of earthly pleaſure are tinc- 
tured with bitterneſs and polluted with the dregs of 
mortal care; and how ſeldom do ve taſte the 
ſtreams of celeſtial conſolation, which flow from 
the eternal fountain of perfect happineſs, to cheer 
and ſupport the weary pilgrim in his journey to 
the heavenly country. As the hart panteth after 
the water-brooks, ſo pants the thirſty foul aſter the 
ſalutary ſprings of. divine comfort; when found, | 
how ſweet, but ah how ſhort the kind reſreſhment ! 
How ſoon is the reviving ſcene changed to a bar- 
ren deſart, a dry and thirſty land where no water 
is! Vet the bliſsſul ſource of ſacred pleaſure is 
ever full, and ever free —Alas, * tis ſin, accurſed 
| fin, that ſeparates between God and the ſoul, and 
withholds good things from us! How eafily is the 
heart enſnared with empty vanities, or ſunk in 
thougatleſs indolence, ungrateſal heart! Unhappy 
weakneſs '—Yet in the moments of reflection the 
ſighing heart conſeſſes, this is not my reſt—Ariſe 
then, O my ſoul ! Awake all thy powers to life and 
activity, and with an ardour worthy of the glocious 
motives which ſometimes -inſpire thy wiſhes, pur- 
ſue thy. journey to the region of happineſs, the 
land of reſt. Alas in vain!—My beſt efforts how 
ſeeble! 1fleſt to myſelf, I am weak, helpleſs and 
miſerable, enemies and dangers ſurround my ſteps, 


and ſin and doubt throw a veil of darkneſs over my 
glimmering 
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glimmering hope. O God of power and mercy, 
reſtore my ſoul and lead me in the paths of righte- 
_ ouſneſs for thy names ſake! Let thy ſpirit ſeal to 

my heart the bleſt aſſurance! Thy Redeemer is 
ſtrong, the Lord of hoſts is his name, then ſhall I 
not be afraid of enemies or dangers. Lift up the 
light of thy countenance upon me, the reviving 
beams of pardon and reconciled love; and the 
ſhades of guilt and fear ſhall diſperſe. Let thy al- 
mighty arm ſupport me, and bleſs me with con- 
tinual ſupplies of ſtrengthening, animating grace 
then ſhall I walk in the way ſafely, and my foot 
hall not ſtumble: Let me not ſlumber where I 
cannot reſt, nor in this wilderneſs of perils, ſuffer 
amuſing trifles to interrupt my journey to the ce- 
leſtial Canaau; may I never indulge the deluſive 
thought of ſeeking tranquility below, but convinc- 
ed that the world affords no repoſe to an immortal 
ſpirit, O let me ſeek, and find reſt in hee, Here 
in full truſt, hereafter in full joy.“ 


., 


Vol. III. „„  Cov's 
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Gop's OMNIPRESENCEs 


"HE Lord is here! awful thought! the juſt the 
holy God, who cannot endure ſin in his ſight, 
is preſent how then can I appear before him all 
ſinful and polluted ?—O whither ſhall 1 fly from 
his preſence ? what gloomy cave, what impenetra- 
ble ſhade ſhall I ſeek, to hide me from his glorious: 
eye) — Vain enquity! 1 | 


One ſingle glance, one piercing ray, 
| Would kindle darkneſs into day. WATTS. 


Lord thou knoweſt my down-ſitting and my up- 
riſing, thou underſtandeſt my thoughts ff, 
thou compaſſeſt my path and my lying UA 
art acquainted with all my ways. | | 


S 


Thou ſee'ſt my heart though every winding maze, 
Each ſecret rifing thought thine eye ſurveys. 


What then can I do, but fall proſtrate in the 
duſt before thee, acknowledge my guilt and 
beg for mercy ?—But oh! how can 1 open 

5 | Fr my 


nd © 


L 195 J 
tip polluted lips in the preſence of infinite purity ? 
what argument ſhall I uſe?—I deſerve nothing at 
thy hand but immediate puniſhment, irretrievable 
perdition !—Lord I humbly plead the all-ſufficient 
merits and righteouſneſs of Jeſus thy beloved ſon ! 
Jeſus, the Mediator, Redeemer and Interceſſor! 
I fly to his atoning cleanſing blood! O let the 
powerful influences of thy holy ſpirit apply it, 
with almighty efficacy, to my ſoul! Let thy a- 
bounding grace remove my guilt, arid purge away 
my every deadly ſtain in that ſacred fountain! 
Waſh me and I ſhall be whiter than -ſnow ! Then 
{hall T approach thy throne with humble confi- 


dence, and rejoice in the delightful thought, that 
God, my God, 1s ever preſent with me. 


Tremble my ſoul with awful conſcious fear, 
The-Lord, the God of holineſs is here ! 
Ye ſins and empty vanities depart, | 
Too long alas you have poſſeſt my heart. 
Hence to eternal diſtance fly, 
Nor dare the lightnings of his eye, 
Dreadfully keen they pierce the ſoul 
And every thought deſcry. | 
In vain I bid my lurking foes be gone, 
Lord, tis thy grace, thy mighty grace alone, 
Can drive them hence and all my guilt forgive, 
O ſpeak the powerful word and bid me live! 
O2 Eise 
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Gop's OuNIPRESENCE. 


THE Lord is here! awful thought! the juſt the 
holy God, who cannot endure fin in his ſight, 

is preſent how then can I appear before him al} 
ſinful and polluted ?=O whither ſhall I fly from 

his preſence ? what gloomy cave, what impenetra- 

ble ſhade ſhall I ſeek, to hide me from his glorious 

eye) Vain enquiry! 


One ſingle glance, one piercing ray, 
Would kindle darkneſs into day. WATTS. 


Lord thou knoweſt my down-ſitting and my up- 
riſing, thou underſtandeſt my thoughts afar off, 

thou compaſſeſt my path and my lying down, and 

art acquainted with all my ways. | 


Thou ſee'ſt my heart though every winding maze, 
Each ſecret riſing thought thine eye ſurveys, 


What then can I do, but fall proſtrate in the 
duſt before thee, acknowledge my guilt and 
beg for mercy ?/—But oh! how can J oper 

8 e my 
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my polluted lips in the preſence of infinite purity? 
what argument ſhall I uſe?—I delerve nothing at 
thy hand but immediate puniſhment, irretrievable 
perdition I Lord I humbly plead the all-ſufficient 
merits and righteouſneſs of Jeſus thy beloved ſon ! 
| Jeſus, the Mediator, Redeemer and Interceſſor! 
I fly to his atoning cleanſing blood! O let the 
powerful influences of thy holy ſpirit apply it, 
with almighty efficacy, to my ſoul! Let thy a- 
bounding grace remove my guilt, and purge away 
my every deadly ftain in that ſacred fountain! 
Waſh me and I ſhall be whiter than -ſnow ! Then 
ſhall I approach thy throne with humble confi- 
dence, and rejoice in the delightful thought, that 
God, my God, is ever preſent with me. 


Tremble my ſoul with awful conſcious fear; 
The Lord, the God of holineſs is here! 
Ye fins and empty vanities depart, 
Too long alas you have poſſeſt my heart. 
Hence to eternal diſtance fly, 
Nor dare the lightnings of his eye, 
Dreadfully keen they pierce the ſoul - 
” And every thought deſcry. 
In vain I bid my lurking foes be gone, 
Lord, tis thy grace, thy mighty grace alone, 
Can drive them hence and all my guilt forgive, 
O ſpeak the age word and bid me live! 
O2 e ile 
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Life flows amid the crimſon tide _ 
Which iſſued from the wounded ſide 
Of Jeſus when for guilty man, | 
| He fuffer'd groan'd and died! 


O let it flow to my polluted heart, 

And life, and health, and purity, impart! | 
The ſacred flood ſhall waſh my fins away, 
Thy glories then ſhall ſhine with kindeſt ray, 

(Unmix'd with terrors) round my trembling ſoul, 
And ſovereign mercy all my fears controul, 
Then ſhall the thought inſpire delight, 
That I am in my father's fight, 
And thy bright preſence bleſs mine eyes, 
With beams of heavenly light. 


Let me purſue the reviving thought.—If God is 
my father, my reconciled God and father, through 

a redeemer, what conſolation will the reflection 
afford, that he is ever preſent with me?—What 
have I then to fear or' wiſh ? what though 1 am : 
ſurrounded with dangers, the Lord is here! in his 
gracious preſence is ſafety, beneath his kind pro- 
tecting care, no danger can approach me.— 
Though beſet with enemies on every ſide, and ſin 

and hell unite with dreadfut power, and threaten 


= my deſtruction; my God is preſent ! and greater 


is he that is with me than they which are againſt 


me. His almighty arm is my defence, he can 
| controul 
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controul their utmoſt rage, can give me ſtrength to 
reſiſt, and make me more than nene | 


One beam of glory from his A+ face 
Can drive the powers of darkneſs all away. 


And 3 pain and fickneſs aſfault this ſeebles 
frame, and the ſhades of death hang black and 
heavy o'er me, O my God, let thy kind band 
ſupport me, let thy cheering voice ſpeak divine 
conſolation to my drooping ſoul! and pain and 
ſickneſs can never hurt me: let thy bliſsful ſmiles 
irradiate the diſmal gloom, and all its terrors ſhall 
vaniſh !—Bleſs'd with thy gracious preſence what 
| havel to wiſh? earth's vain allurements loſe their 

charms, nor all the} Joys it can beſtow are worth 
one faint deſire ! | 


No more their faded luſtre ftrikes the a 
Than tapers dying in meridian light! 


Were all created beauty ſunk in darkneſs, and 
every charm of nature, every delight of ſenſe 
withdrawn for ever—bleſt with thy gracious pre- 
| ſence I ſhould not mourn their loſs! thy gracious 
\ preſence can create a paradiſe of light and j Joy a- 
mid the gloomy deſart! 


Should the world frown, and all its « pleaſures fly, 


Should every earthly comfort diſappear, 
Oz And 


ö 
[ 
| 
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And all the charms of nature ſink in darkneſs} 
If thou art with me, if thou art my God, 


Am I not happy? can I wiſh for more? 


Thy gractous preſence well ſupplies the loſs 


Of earthly bliſs, and yields ſuperior Joy 
To all that univerſal nature boaſts ! 


My God, O may I call thee mine indeed! 


And may the humble bieathings of my ſoul 


Accepted riſe, before thy throne of grace, 


In his dear name, his all- ſufficient merits, 
Who died, and roſe, and intercedes above | 
For guilty rebels ! reconcil din hin 


Smile on my ſoul, all placid and ſerene ! | 


O let thy gracious viſits cheer my heart 
In this ſad wilderneſs, and light my paſſage 


Through the laſt gloomy ſcene, the ſhades of death | 
Then raiſe me to thoſe bright thoſe bleſt abodes, 


Where thy kind preſence with unclouded ray | 


For ever ſhines! full joys for ever ſmile, 
| And pleaſure triumphs i in immortal bloom! 
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SELF-CONTRADICTION. 


V HAT ftrange contrarieties do I find in my- 
ſelf, how uncertain and fluctuating my 
thoughts and cares! I profeſs to believe in unſeey 
realities; to look forward to futurity, and hope 
eternal happineſs is my chief purſuit ; and yet how 
much are my paſſions influenced by things preſent 
to my ſenſes! Unaccountable weakneſs that ſome- 
times even trifles ſhould appear momentous, and 
affairs of the utmoſt importance, of everlaſting con- 
ſequence, be almoſt abſent from my mind! Has 
not my ſoul aſpired to the ſavour of God as my ſu- 
preme ſelicity, my. preſent bope, my everlaſting. 
portion ? And yet how often are my thoughts rov- 
ing on earth as if 1 expected ſatisfaftion here, 
though I am fully convinced 'tis not to be found! 
How am I filled with compunction for little 
failures (through inadvertency) in my conduct to 
my friends, and yet how ſeldom do I mourn, with 
heartfelt remorle, my frequent wanderings from 
my God Ho infinite the diſproportion betwixt 
| 8 4 him. 
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5 my almighty friend, my 1 ſupport, my 
eternal reſuge, and an earthly ſriend ſrail and mu— 
table like myſelf Should not the leaſt deviation 
from his ſacred laws pain my heart with deeper 
ſorrow than heedleſsly offending againſt the rules 
of friendſhip ? I love my friends, and eſteem their 
affeftion as one ol the chief bleflings of life, which 
I ought to do every thing in my power to preſerve; 
but what is this to the favour of God? No more 
than momentary life to an endleſs eternity ! Graci- 
ous God, wean me more from earth, teach me a 
greater indiſſerence to every thing below thee, let 
an intereſt in thy favour, and the advancement of 
thy glory be my ſupreme, my ardent wiſh, and of- 
ſending thee the moſt painful grief I feel ! Could 
I attain and preſerve this deſirable temper, the 
troubles of this vale of tears would be leſs grievous; : 
troubles I muſt expect, for when I look round me, 
who is free ?—I ſigh at the melancholy proſpect, | 
and nature and religion teach me ſympathy; yet 
even in this neceſſary exerciſe, how are my 
thoughts confined to ſenſe and time! How often 
do I find my heart melting at the preſent pains and 
| ſorrows of my fellow creatures, and wiſhing to re- 
lieve them, and yet how ſeldom do I view with 
mournful pity the deplorable condition of wretch- 
ed ſouls in the road to everlaſting miſery ? Lord, 
teach my thoughts to dwell on this affecting ſub- 
jet, 


1 
7 ject, awaken my tendereſt compaſſion ſor ſuch un- 
happy ſouls, and my earneſt deſires for their ſal- 
vation! I think my diſpoſition grateful, and the 
| kindneſs of my friends engages my affectionate 
eſteem, and yet how cold is my gratitude to my 
| heavenly benefattor ! W hoſe indulgent goodneſs. 
ſuſtains my life, and beſtows innumerable bleſſings, 
and all unmerited! I wiſh to make ſuitable returns 
for the favours I receive from earthly friends, but 
how ſeldom do I enquire, with grateful ſolicitude, 


what ſhall I render to the Lord for all his pen gag 


Ten | thouſand bleſſings from above | 
Encompals me around. 2 
But O how few returns of love 
Has gy Creator found. as 
wh | WarTrs. 

Vain were the attempt to recount the number- 
Teſs miſtakes and inconſiſtencies of this frail erring 
mind : Who can underſtand his errors.? Grant me, 
O thou eternal fountain of good! cleanſing, 
ſtrengthening and animating grace! Revive and 
maintain in my heart, the deſires of my happier 
moments; convince me more eſſectually of my 
weakneſs ; give me a humble, ſenſible, conſtant 


dependence on thee, and form me for thyſelf to 
oy forth thy praiſe ! i rnd, 


Comfort | 
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Comfort under the painful ſenſe of frailty, 85 
in the unchangeable goodneſs of Gov. 


-- 


APPY is it for man, that the deſigns of inſi- 
H nite mercy are not influenced by theſe frail, 
changing hearts of ours. How frequent our wan- 
derings from God! How cold and indifferent our 
hearts to his worſhip and our own comforts! How 
| ſhort and interrupted our few ſeaſons of lively de- 
votion! And even when moſt fixed and fervent, 
too ſoon the ſacred ardour declines, and our 
thoughts, which juſt now ſeemed raiſed to heaven 
in delightful contemplation, fink down again to 
earth and vanity. Should God withdraw the kind 
influences of his providence and grace, when our 
- Inconſtant, ungrateful hearts withdraw from him, 
what would become of us ? Soon muſt we ſink into 
the horrors of eternal night ! But his goodnels is 
unchangeable, his thoughts are not our thoughts, 
nor his ways our ways. When our backſliding 
hearts turn aſide from him into paths of vanity, 


how ſyget the voice of forgiving love! How kind 
the 
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the gracious promiſe, which invites us to return 
unto the Lord, and aſſures us that he will have 
mercy ! To our God for he will abundantly par- 
don. Adorable goodneſs ! O why ſhould our unbe- 

lieving thoughts heſitate a moment, whether we 
ſhould caſt ourſelves at the feet of infinite good- 
_ neſs with humble hope, though in the deepeſt a- 
þaſement in the ſenſe of our own vileneſs. | 


- Were we to meaſure the extent of divine mer. 
cy by our own merits, not one of the guilty race 
of Adam could look up with the leaſt hope of fa- 
vour, When I conſider my own heart, even in 
its beſt deſires and firmeſt reſolves, conſcious of 

my extreme weakneſs, I cannot but renounce 
every thought of dependence on myſelf, and ac- 


knowledge that I am wretched, vile, and utterly 


_ unworthy ! But when I meditate the infinite good» 
neſs of God, in his immutable covenant of grace, 

| through a bleſſed Redeemer, here is ſolid ſupport, | 
| axons is the rock on which my ſoul defires to reſt, 


Here i is firm footing, all is ſea beſide. 
Dr. Vous. 


This will defy the waves of fin and temptation, 
and keep the anchor of my ſoul ſure and ſtedfaſt. 


I hops 
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I hope, if my heart deceive me not, I have fled 
for refuge to Jeſus who is able to ſave; and if 1 
have, his own words - aſſure me, he will i in no wiſe 
caſt me out; whom he loveth, he loveth to the 
end. Here then in all my fears and dejections, 
under the painful ſenſe of my weak neſs, let me 
find comfort ! Enable me, O Lord, to reſt with a 

| firmer affiance on thy abounding grace, thy un- 
changeable love in Jeſus ! whoſe merits are inſi- 
nite, and whoſe prevailing interceſſion ſecures my 
weak trembling faith, that it ſhall not totally fail. 
O let the powerful influences of thy promiſed com- 
forter, apply to my heart with almighty efficacy, 
the atoning, cleanſing blood of Jeſus ! Diſpel theſe 
frequent riſing doubts, and fill me with all joy in 
believing! Teach my thoughts to dwell, in de- 


5 lightſul contemplation, on thy infinite perfections, 


and when I mourn the inconſtancy of this waver- 
ing, changing heart, let me find relief in the hope 
of my intereſt in thy unalterable love, and bring 
me at laſt to that world of unchanging bliſs, where 
ſins and doubts can never enter, and ſorrow and 


ſighing flee away ! 


Longing 
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Longipg for the manifeſtations of divine 
love. 


I WAS a bold, though pious requeſt of the 
4 prophet—** I beſeech thee ſhew me thy 
glory!“ Yet the almighty graciouſly condeſcended 
to indulge his favoured ſervant with the dazling 
view, as far as frail mortality could bear.—Lord, 
wilt thou permit a worthleſs creature, unworthy 
the name of the meaneſt of thy ſervants, to prefer 
the ſame petition !—] beſeech thee ſhew me thy 


glory! Not in thy awful attributes of omnipotence, 


holineſs and juſtice, theſe alone unmixed with thy 


milder glories, would dazzle and confound my ſight, 
and overwhelm my ſoul with dreadful luſtre and 
unſufferable brightneſs ! Tis the bliſsful view of 
thy love, for which my ardent breathings riſe 
That charming attribute which ſoftens thy tremend- 
ous glories, and without diminiſhing their ſplend- 
our, far outſhines them all! Shines on guilty 
wretched man, with aſpect all ſerene, benevolentand 
Kind] In Jeſus! ſhines the brightneſs of thy glory, 
2 | — and 
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and the expreſs image of thy perſon! Jeſus the Sa- 
viour! Tranſporting name! Here holineſs, juſtice, 
power and wiſdom, unite with mingled radiance ; 
and love, ſheds ſweeter glories o'er them all !— 
Almighty love, how inexpreſſible, how inconceiv- 
able are thy charms! My thoughts are loſt in the 
boundleſs ocean, without beginning and without 
end !—Etermity alone can meaſure its infinite ex- 
tent !— | 


Here benden, life, and joys divine, 
In rich effuſion flow! 

For guilty rebels loſt in ſin, 
And W to endleſs woe! | 


Lord, I humbly hope I have ſeen ſome dawning 
tays of thy glory, and experienced ſome little taſtes 
of thy love! And I would not loſe the cheering 


i light, nor exchange the bliſsful reliſh for all the 


gratifications of ſenſe, for the higheſt pleaſures the 
world can beftow! I would not barter my hope of 
an intereſt in thee, for: crowns and ſcepters, nor 
all the ſhining treaſures of the eaſt ; fading periſh- 
ing things! How worthleſs all and vain! compar- 
ed with my immortal hopes they are deſpicable 
trifles—One ſmile from my Redeemer's face, out- 
ſhines the brighteſt blaze of earthly glory. 


| Beneath 
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Beneath the heavenly radiance of his eye, 
Earth loſes all its charms, they fade and die, 


O the endleſs wonders, the unſearchable glories 
of redeeming love! One moment's bliſsful view 
of my intereſt in a dying Saviour, is infinitely bet- 
ter than all the joys of ſenſe, than ages employed 
in earthly pleaſures O could I cloſe my eyes, 
my ears, and all the avenues to my heart, and ſhut 
out intruding vanities ſor ever! 


Then fhould the world and its alluring toys 

No more enſnare my eaſy yielding heart: 

Vaniſh ye unſubſtantial airy forms, 

Deluſive fthadows, cheat mine eyes no more 

With painted ſhews of pleafure. 

One ray of heaven, bright dawning o'er my ſoul, 
Eclipſes all your viſionary charms, 

And points to happineſs beyond your reach. 


But ah! too ſoon I fear the charming glimple of 
etherial .lIight will vaniſh, and leave my ſoul be- 
nighted, ſurrounded with gloomy doubts, groveling 

in the duſt or wandering far from thee, my God, 
the centre of immortal joys, in the mean purſuit 
of empty vanities and fleeting ſhadows. I fear my 
| Halſe inconſtant heart, too eaſily enſnared and 
3 a 
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drawn away with every : trifle, that preſents itſelf 


before me; forgive the boldneſs of a ſinful worm, 
let me repeat my requeſt, I beſeech thee ſhew me 


thy glory! Bleſs mine eyes with more delightful 


views than they have ever yet beheld! Let thy 
all-enlivening beams, O ſun of righteouſnefs, ſhine 
on my ſoul and diſpel the interpoſing clouds of fin 


and doubt ! Shine with the full manifeſtations of 


thy love! Engage all the powers and paſſions of my 


heart! and bind me with the ſtrongeſt ties of gra- 
titude and love to be thine for ever. 


Or OO C N f 


Weary ſouls invited to reſt. 


Come unlo me all ye that labour and are heavy laden 


and 1 we give ou 55 Matt. xi. wel 


EVIVING ſound ! as is the kind friend 
that thus in the hour of diſtreſs cheers the 
poor fainting ſinner with the healing voice of com- 
fort ? May his word be depended on? And is he 
able to make Wn the important promiſe ? Liſten | 
| again, 


[ 209 ] 
again, O doubting ſoul, attend the compaſſionate 
Saviour's voice ! Tis I that ſpeak in righteouſneſs 
mighty to ſave.” — Ves, his faithfulneſs and power 


are unqueſtionable ; but 1s 1t poſſible that he ſhould . 
be willing to ſave a rebel who has rejected his au- 


thority, turned a deaf ear to his gracious calls, and 


ſtrayed far from him in paths of ſin and vanity ? 
Hearken to his own words! * The ſon of man 
came to ſeek and to ſave that which was loſt.” — 
Encouraging aſſurance to a heedleſs wanderer ſen- 
ſible of his ſolly ! But can it extend to ſuch vile 
wretches as have ſinned with a high hand, and by 
a long courſe of rebellion declared, we will not 
have this man to reign over us? Yes, even ſuch as 


| theſe are invited to come, for Jeſus Chriſt came o 


into the world to ſave ſinners, of whom (fays a fa- | 
voured ſervant of his) I am chief, and aſter enu- 
merating his acts of treaſon and rebellion, yet, ſays 
he, I obtained mercy ! How ſtrange, how amazing 
is the compaſſion of this tender-hearted Saviour, 
when a poor deluded ſinner has roam'd through all 
the pleaſures of ſenſe, i in the vain purſuit of ſatisfac- : 
tion, tired and reſtleſs, panting beneath a heavy 
load of guilt, and ſurrounded with darkneſs and 
terrors, a beam ſent from heaven breaks through 
the diſmal gloom, and points him to Jeſus Chriſt, 
as the only reſuge, the only reſt! May he not 
reaſonably fear that if in this laſt extremity, he ap- 
a P . plies 
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plies to that mercy which he has ſo long abuſed, he 
ſhall be rejected with indignation ?—No, for the 


blefſed Redeemer wo, © him that cometh to me I 
will in no wiſe caſt out. Come then weary heavy 


laden ſinner, come to 3 and he will give hee 


reſt.—Methinks the words preſent the idea of a 
weary traveller who has gone a long journey over a 
fandy deſert, bending beneath a heavy burthen, 
ſcorched with the piercing heat of the ſun, and 
Juſt ready to faint: In this extremity, O how de- 
firable a cool, refreſhing ſhade! How would the 
ſight of it, though at a diſtance, animate his ſpirits, 
and invigorate his feeble ſteps to reach it!—Thus 
deſirable, thus animating, is a ſight of Jeſus Chrilt 
to a poor ſenſible ſinner, groaning beneath a hea- 
'vy load of guilt, and ſcorched with terrible appre- 
henſions of the wrath of an offended God! How 
refreſhing then, is this ſhadow of a great rock in a 
weary land! How ſuitable, how ſeaſonable an all- 
powerful and merciful Saviour to them that are 
ready to periſh !—But the reſt which the great Re- 
deemer gives is not only refreſhment but ſatisfac- 
tion: this is what the flattering world with all the 
allurements it diſplays, cannot pretend to beſtow. 
Say, ye deluded votaries of pleaſure, riches or ho- 
nour, have you ever found ſatisfaction? No,. —for 
whether in the purſuit, or in the attainment of 
their wiſhes, — ever attends them,— 


And 


1 


And ſay, ye happy ſouls who have ſat under your 


Redeemer's ſhadow with great delight, have you 


ever found any enjoyment in your former attach- 


ments equal to a moment's hope of an intereſt in 
his favour ?—No, ſays a ſincere lover of Jeſus. 


Let earth's alluring charms combine, 
While thou art near, in vain they call ; 
One ſmile, one bliſsſul ſmile of thine 
My deareſt Lord, outweighs them all! 


Mr. Herbert repreſents the Creator as pouring a 
variety of bleſſings on man, but reſerving reſt, that 
at length finding no ſatisfaction in creature enjoy- 
ments, wearinels might bring him home to God 
the center of his reſt, —'Tis not in the nature of 
earthly good to yield ſatisfaction: The mind, whe- 


ther deſiring or poſſeſſing, is f1i]] reſtleſs and. 


uneaſy, till led by divine grace to Jeſus, who only 
can give reſt to the -weary—lſo Dr. Young. 


Man's ſickly ſoul, tho' turn'd and toſs'd for ever 
From ſide to ſide, can reſt on nought but thee; 
Here in full truſt, hereafter in full joy. 


This reſt only can ſuit the nature, and fill the 


deſires of an immortal ſoul, it is not only preſent 


refreſhment, and true ſatisſaction, but eternal joy! 


Ho would it embitter the pleaſure and deſtroy 
| OY 5 | the 
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| the repoſe of a weary traveller ſeated in a cool de- 
lightful ſhade, if at the end of kis journey, he ex- 


pected nothing but pain and miſery So when a - 


poor ſinner is brought to Jeſus Chriſt and begins 
to enjoy refreſhment and ſatisfaction, how would 
it alarm and terriſy his ſoul, and embitter all his 
comfort, to know that there was a poſſibility that 
he might at laſt be ſhut out from that reſt which 
remains ſor the people of God! but adored be 
everlaſting love, the divine veracity is engaged for 
the endleſs happineſs of all that come to Jeſus 
Chriſt ! He who is the way, the truth, and the 
life, has ſaid, I give unto them eternal life, and 
they ſhall never periſh.— Eternal life! and the 
hope and expettation of it confirmed to the believ- 
ing ſoul, by the ſtrongeſt, and moſt inviolable aſ- 
ſurances! This is reſt indeed! who would not come 
to the great Redeemer at his kind invitation to re- 
_ceive a bleſſing ſo deſirable, ſo immenſe! Well 
may the happy chriſtian who has taſted that the 
Lord is gracious, ſay, return unto thy reſt O my 
ſoul, for the Lord has dealt bountifully with thee ! 
Bleſſed be that almighty grace which has convinc- 
ed me of my wretched, my undone condition, and 
brought me to Jeſus Chriſt; imparted to me ſome 
. delightful taſtes of that divine refreſhment, that 
ineffable ſatisfaftion, which he only can beſtow, 
and encouraged my humble hope to look forward 
er to 


1 


to that glorious reſt, that ſlate of perſect and inva- 
riable felicity which he has prepared for them that 
love him! O let every one who has been enabled 
to obey the bleſſed Redeemer's invitation, and 
ſound reſt in him, pity the deplorable condition of 
thoſe poor deluded wretched ſouls who are {ti} 
roving, reſtleſs, in the vain purſuit of ſatisfaction 
where they can never find it !\—Convince them © 
merciful Saviour of their miſerable ſtate, diſplay 
the almighty power of thy reſiſtleſs grace, bring 
them weary and heavy laden to thee, and give 
them reſt. | 


Or Or OY ON ONO OAO 
| Morives To Divine Mrirariox. 


X THAT have I to do with this yain world ? 
have I not long ſince renounced it as in- 

capable of making me happy, and therefore un- 
worthy of my care? and yet it will intrude with 
its vexatious teazing vanities to hinder, or at leaſt 
40 interrupt my attention to awful realities. Again 
I repeat, vain world be gone. O that I could ſhut 
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my heart effectually againſt thy miſchievous. in- 
fluences /—The faſhion of this world paſſeth away, 
its amuſements fleet before me in quick ſucceſſion 
on the wings of time, and ſoon theſe eyes will 
cloſe upon the tranſient ſcene, to open on eternity. 
—Eternity—amazing idea!—how ſhall theſe ative, 
thinking, reaſoning faculties which. are now ſo 
often buſied with trifles, be employed through the 
endleſs duration? The ſacred word afſures me that 
every one ſhall receive for the things done in 
the body according to that he hath done, whether 
it be good or bad. God is juſt, and everlaſting 
miſery muſt be the portion of every wretched ſoul 
who leaves this mortal ſtage unſanctified and unfor- 
given, then will the powers ofthoughtand reflection be 
employed in bitter yet unavailing remorſe and un- 
utterable anguiſh, far from God and far from hope, 
in the diſmal regions of deſpair, where the worm 
dieth not, and the fire is not quenched I- dreadful 
eternity! - tremble O my ſoul and fly for refuge 
to Jeſus who delivereth from the wrath to come; 


in him is ſaſety, fe, and bliſs for ver- thanks 
be to God for his unſpeakable giſt!—and can J. 
do I hope for an intereſt in this almighty Saviour? 
and through his all-ſufficient merits for an entrance 
into the manſions of glory where love and praiſe 
and raptures inconceiyable ſhall employ the active 

| Joy ful 
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joyful powers of every happy ſpirit through the 
ever-circling ages of eternity ! bliſsful eternity! 
and have I any hope of joining in that ſweet em- 
ploy, and ſhall 1 not begin it here? O bleſſed 
Redeemer work in my heart by thy own ſpirit 
a ſincere contrition for all my vile offences and 
ungrateſul wanderings! increaſe my faith, my 
hope, my love and joy, and fix my thoughts in 
delightful meditation on the pains. thou haſt ſuf- 
| ſered, and the happineſs thou haſt prepared for D 
them that love thee and what heart O adorable 
Saviour but muſt love thee that has ever enjoyed 
_ a glimpſe of thy infinite excellence with hope of 
an intereſt in thy great ſalvation Can I reflect 
unmoved, on the ſlate of never-ending miſery my 
fins deſerve, on the dreadſul pains thou haſt ſuf- 
fered to redeem loft periſhing ſinners who come to 
thee as their only refuge, and on the heaven of 
everlaſting joy thou haſt enſured to them for their 
glorious inheritance ? can I meditate on theſe ani- 
mating fubjetis which I hope have ſometimes 
| warmed my heart, and not wonder at my frequent 
coldneſs!— Alas how frail is my heart! how fooliſh 
and ungrateful ! frail and fooliſh indeed, to be 
tempted away from my true intereſt, my only hap- 
paiineſs, by empty vanities! —and O what vile un- 
_ gratitude to be forgetful of ſuch infinite obligati- 
ons Shall admiring angels ſearch into the glori- 
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ous ; wonders of redeeming love with all the ardour 
of intenſe deſire! and ſhall I be cold to its ſur- 
prizing charms, and hardly raiſe a languid wiſh to 
reach the immortal theme! Vet angels cannot 
taſte the ſweets of pardon, nor feel the tranſporting 
joys of ſalvation from eternal woe, for thoſe happy 
ſpirits have never ſinned, | 


Te ſons of harmony who ardent tune 

To boundleſs joy the heaven-reſounding ſong, 
O could I hear your rapture breathing ſtrains, 
How would my kindling powers awake to praiſe 
And join with extacy the bliſsful theme 
Earth's flattering trifles then ſhould tempt in vain, 
Nor interrupt my ſweet, my bleſt employ. 


But O my great Redeemer! thou only canſt in- 
ſpire the ſacred flame, thou only canſt teach me 
the celeſtial ſong: grant me the kind influences 
of that bleſſed ſpirit which thy gracious promiſe 
encourages me to aſk, diſplay before me the a- 
mazing wonders of thy love, give me the aſſured 
hope of pardon and ſalvation through thy infinite 
merits, teach me to begin the work of heaven be- 
low, and bring me at laſt to the glorious aſſembly 
of the ranſomed of the Lord, to join the celeſtial 
choir in ſtrains of harmony and praiſe unknown 
below, and Feppat with Immortal ardour, bleſling, 

honour 
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honour, glory, and power unto him that ſitteth 


upon the throne, and unto the Lamb for ever and 


ever. 
. DD Db CÞDOpOoOh 


Thoughts in fickneſs, and on recovery. 


F what a feeble texture is this mortal taber- 
nacle! and how much is the tenant mind 
(though of an immortal nature) pained and de- 
preſſed by ns weakneſs, and hurt by the ſtorms 
which ſhake the tottering frame | The firſt attacks 
of a ſever have ſo weakened my nerves and ſpirits, | 
that every ſprightly faculty, and almoſt every cheer- 
ful thought is ſunk in a ſtupid languor, a liſtleſs 
inattention even to common things overlpreads 
me, converſation is taſteleſs, and reading and 
thinking almoſt impracticable but alas, this is not 
the worſt! the bounties of providence, and the 
| bleſſings of grace hardly excite a grateful thought, 
or quicken a warm defire—wretched ſlate! And 
can I know it, and yet not be affected with it? Am 
I enough awake to feel my chains, and yet not wiſh 
for 
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for liberty? Let me try to rouze myſelf from this 
lethargy of the mind, and if I cannot look forward 
through the gloom which hangs ſo heavy on my 

intellectual fight, let me look back and try to reco- 
ver ſome little remembrance of paſt ſcenes. —Shall 
the immortal ſpirit united to this frail diſordered 
body, be ſo much influenced by its weakneſs, as if it 
were to ſink with it into the common earth? Think 
O my ſoul, hadſt thou not once nobler views and 
brighter hopes? Couldſt thou not once, conſcious 
of thy great original, look up to the glorious author 
of thy being with ardent deſires after the enjoy- 
ment of his favour as the only good that could fil! 
thy capacious wiſh ? Couldſt thou not at ſome hap- 
py ſeaſons delight in the contemplation of his infi- 


nite perfections, and deſire to know him more, to 


love him more, and to be more like him How 
often haſt thou mourned the unhappy influence of 
earthly vanities that have drawn thee aſide from 
the center of thy beſt deſires, and longed to caſt 
thyſelf at the feet of heavenly mercy, in deep 
abaſement yet with humble penitential hope, and 
Wiſhed to dwell for ever beneath the attractive, the 
conſtraining influences of pardoning love. Surely. 
there was ſomething even in thoſe painful ſenſibi- 
lities preſerable, far preferable to this death- like 
flupor. | 


The 
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The Lord liveth, and bleſſed be my WY bleſſ- 
ed be' the Lord who hath not turned away my 
prayer, nor his mercy from me.—Adored, for ever 
adored be the riches of divine love manifeſted in 
the great Redeemer, who is able to ſave to the ut- 
termoſt all that come unto God by him, through 
whom I hope I have found ſweet acceſs to the 


throne of grace, and been enabled to pour my hum- 
ble TN. there. 


Whence are theſe quickenings after ſo much dead- 


neſs, this deep abaſement in the ſenſe of my ex- 
ceeding vileneſs, my utter unworthineſs, mingled 
with ſuch admiring views of the infinite condeſ- 


cenſion of the great God, the almighty power of 


pardoning grace, and O, with the delightful hope 


of my intereſt in it! Can I aſcribe the happy al- 


teration to any thing below the influences of his 
own ſpirit? O for the continuance of thoſe divine 
influences ! quickening, cheering, ſtrengthening, 
and purifying my heart. My heart, alas how frail, 
how apt to loſe the reliſh of divine enjoyments, 
and grow cold ungrateſul and remiſs. O bleſſed 
Redeemer let the heavenly comforter abide with 


me for ever! To preſerve me in this ſtate of trial 


and temptation, and guide me ſafe to the kingdom 
of thy glory. Infinite grace, that ſo vile a ſinner 


ſhould be Favoured with the hope of a dwelling 


there ! 
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there! My Saviour God! and haſt thou prepared 
a place ſor me in the manſions of light? And wilt 
thou come again and receive me to thyſelf? And 
ſhall I rejoice in thy bliſsful preſence for ever? O 
confirm the glorious hope to my thankful, yet ſtill 
deſiring ſoul ! | 


Then faith ſhall triumph o'er the grave, 
And trample on the tomhs, | 
My Jeſus, my Redeemer lives, 
My God, my Saviour comes, 
2 5 WATTS. 
Amid cheſe delightful hopes, the terrors of death 
diſappear, 'its pains are ſupportable, and the 
gloomy vale is brightened with ſome reviving 
beams from the regions of immortal day ! What 
evil can I fear if thou art with me? Thy ſmile is 
_ celeſtial comfort, O let it cheer my fainting heart 
in the awful hour of diſſolution, till. mortality is 
| ſwallowed up in life. But why O my ſoul theſe 
Tifing doubts? Shall they be ſuffered to cloud thy 
dawning happineſs, and caſt a ſhade on all thy 
comforts ? Has not thy Redeemer ſaid, fear not 
little flock, for it is your father's good pleaſure to 
give you the kingdom. Were any thing in myſelf. 
the motive, I were loſt indeed; but 'tis his good 


moe, his ſovereign grace, and what can be too 
great 


[ 221 1] 
great for infinite bounty My 3 my un- 
worthineſs can be no bar. —Almighiy grace, and 
utter unworthineſs! Contemplate O my foul with 
delightful wonder the aſtoniſhing contraſt! and 
ſink lower ſtill in thy own eyes, while the glories 
of divine mercy are exalted above all thy wonder 
and thy praiſe Whether life or death all is yours, 
and ye are Chriſt's, and Chriſt is God's ; what ful- 
neſs, what immenſity of bliſs.is contained in the 
glorious aſſurance! And am I (ſo vile, ſo wretch- 
ed) permitted to hope an intereſt in it? O the 
heights, the depths, the unſearchable wonders of 
almighty grace! Forgive O gracious God, forgive 
theſe guilty unbelieving thoughts hielt would 
embitter my comforts, and rob thee of the humble 
tribute which my grateful heart would bring to the 
footſtool of thy throne! Rebuke the tempter, and 
confirm the comforting hope which thy word now 


affords, that the God of peace ſhall bruiſe Satan 
under my feet ſhortly, 


Bleſs the Lord O my ſoul, and all that is within 
me bleſs his holy name. Bleſs the Lord O my | 
ſoul, and forget not all his benefits. But O how 
ſhall my narrow thoughts and narrower words re- 
count them! How am I ſurrounded with mercies! 
Indulgent goodneſs has bleſſed me with unnumber- 

ed favours, both temporal and ſpiritual, and even 


this 
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this affliction, may I not call it a bleſſing from the 
happy effects, which I hope it has produced ? May 
I not eſteem it a paternal correction to reprove my 
nngrateful coldneſs, to awaken me to a ſtate of 
ſenſibility, and renew the reliſh of thoſe important 
| bleſſings which have been almoſt neglected, or at 
beſt too faintly fought ? How gentle O my God 
were the ſtrokes of thy chaſtiſing hand, how kind 
the teachings of thy word, and how ſweet the con- 
ſolations of thy promiſes to my ſoul ! O may thy 
goodneſs dwell upon my grateful heart, and ani- 
mate all my powers and paſhons to a delightful acti- 
vity in thy ſervice! Return unto thy reſt O my 
ſoul, for the Lord hath dealt bountifully with thee, 
he only is the proper center of my reſt, and all the 
enjoyments of nature without the kind influences 
of his grace are wearineſs and vanity. Vainly does 
the roving mind expett ſatisfattion among the plea- 
ſures of ſenſe and time. 

Creatures without a God can yield me no ſupply. 

| WATTS. 

But ſweetened with the hope of his favour, and 
enjoyed as bleſſings from the hand of an indulgent 
father, every comfort of life acquires a power to 
entertain and pleaſe, O how inexcuſable the folly 
of my paſt wanderings! And yet, convinced as at 
preſent ! hope I am of my true intereſt, ſo de- 


ceitful is this wretched heart that I fear to truſt it, 
| I fear 


— eee eee 
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I fear I ſhall again relapſe into cold indifference | 
and vile ingratitude. Gracious God, maintain in 
my ſoul this neceſſary ſelf-diffidence, inſpire me - 
with conſtant breathings for the aids of thy al- 
mightygraceandanentiredeperidanceonthy ſtrength 
in the ſenſe of my own weakneſs, Let thy praiſe 
be my buſineſs and delight, thy favour my ſelicity 
here and my portion for ever! 

What is there in this world of vanity that 1 
ſhould wiſh to ſtay for ? how frail is the tenure of 
earthly bliſs, how unſatisfying to the mind which 
with divine ambition looks forward to im- 
mortal happineſs! The deareſt comforts of life are 
painfully ſweet. O that I could enjoy them with 
thankfulneſs unmingled with anxious apprebenſi- 
ons of the pangs of ſeparation! O for a ſtronger 
| faith, for brighter views of the inviſible glories of 
the upper world ! glories inviſible to the eye of 
ſenſe, but revealed in the ſacred word to the. be- 
lieving ſoul O for a more aſſured hope of my 
intereſt there! then how ſweet were the expeRa- 
tion of meeting the friends united to my heart by 
the ties of nature, ſriendſhip and piety, in the re- 
gions of immortal love and unprecarious felicity | 
then though I were left to purſue alone my pain- 
ful pilgrimage, how comforting were the hope that 
in a little time I ſhould follow them to my fa- 
ther's houſe—perhaps I may go before them— 
' whenever I am called O may the meſſenger be 


welcome 


deemer riſing o'er the gloomy ſhades ofdeath, diſpel 
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welcome to my ſoul! may the ſmiles of, my Re- 


all its horrors and open beſore me the tranſporting 
proſpett of eternal joy! O may the bliſsful fore- 
taſtes of heaven prevail over the agonies of nature, 
comſort my momning friends, and ſweeten the 
parting tear !—But why thele reflections? my 
buſineſs my important bulineſs is to examine 
where my hope is fixed, to ſeek earneſtly to the 
God of grace for the .unerring influences of his 
holy ſpirit to guide me in the way to heaven, 
to ſtrengthen my faith, my hope, and every grace, 
to make me fit for that ſtate of ſpotleſs purity, 
and then receive me to himſelf, May my title to 
the inheritance of the ſaints in light be ſecured 10. 


my ſoul through the infinite merits of a cruciſied 
exalted Saviour, and let time and circumſtance O 
gracious God be reſigned to thy ſovereign diſpo- 
fal.—This is a ſtate of probation, perhaps it may 
pleaſe God to exerciſe me with many trials before 
I leave this mortal itage, hitherto my lot has 
been eaſy compared with that of many of my ſel- 
low chriſtians, and why ſhould J expect to reach 
the haven and eſcape the ſtorms of trouble which 
others meet with? I am indeed unable to fuilain 


them, but everlaſling ſtrength can ſupport me. 


O may the anchor of my ſoul be ſure an ftedfall! 


Father of mercy and God of all comfort, ſay to my 
ſoul, my grace is ſufficient ſor thee, and I ſhall Le ſa fe. 


True END, 
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